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ROLLING THUNDER 


Frank and Nancy were preparing to leave the 
cabin when suddenly he laid a hand on her arm. 


“Tisten,” he said. It was the rumbling sound 
they’d heard before, but now it was a lot louder 
and closer. 


Nancy ran to the window and looked outside. 
The rumbling was getting deeper now, shaking 
the rickety house. Then she saw it—a wall of 
snow heading down the mountain, right for 
them! 


“Tt?s an avalanche!” Nancy cried. 


They ducked beneath the kitchen table as the 
rumble became a thunderous roar, and then... . 


CRASH! 
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Chapter 


One 


I. THIS THE ULTIMATE, or what?” The excite- 
ment in her own voice was Bess Marvin’s 
answer. “A week at a gorgeous Colorado ski 
resort, a chance to see a major music video 
being made, and it’s all free—thanks to you, 
Nancy!” 

“Hmmm.” Nancy Drew, seated next to 
Bess, leaned forward in the chair lift, her skis 
dangling as she surveyed the majestic white 
world below them. Her reddish blond hair 
skimmed the padded shoulders of her ski suit. 
“It certainly looks serene,” she murmured. 

The resort’s lodge and villas were set like 
jewels around the base of Mount Mirage. Miles 
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of towering snow-covered mountains sur- 
rounded the resort and glistened in the win- 
ter sun. The complex seemed far removed 
from the concerns of everyday life, a quality 
that drew skiers and vacationers from all over 
the world. 

Despite its remoteness, Mount Mirage was 
busy. The wealthy, the famous, and the power- 
ful used the resort as a retreat and luxury 
playground. 

Ski trails ran down the huge mountain in 
wide white rivers, converging in a delta near 
the chalet-style main lodge. Looking down, 
Nancy watched the flash of brightly dressed 
Skiers weave their way along the trails below. 

“I don’t get it,” George Fayne commented 
from the other side of Bess. “Why would 
anyone want to sabotage a place like this?” 

“It is hard to believe,” Bess said, casually 
tossing her long blond hair over one shoulder 
with an easy shrug. “But whatever the problem 
is, I’m sure Nancy will take care of it.” 

“I don’t know, Bess. Sabotage is very seri- 
ous,” George reminded her, the look in her 
dark eyes echoing what she’d just said. 

Although they were cousins and best friends, 
two girls couldn’t have been less alike than 
Bess Marvin and George Fayne. Bess was 
bright and bubbly, while George was thought- 
ful, quiet, and athletic. Bess’s idea of physical 
exercise was polishing her nails. 
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“Come on, George,” Bess said with a laugh. 
“Nancy’s handled a lot worse cases than this 
one. I figure we’ll knock off the problem in no 
time. Then we can really enjoy ourselves for 
the rest of the week!” 

Nancy frowned. “I hope you’re right, Bess, 
but something tells me it could be more seri- 
ous than you think. Apparently, somebody 
really has it in for this place or its owner.” Her 
blue eyes were focused in the distance. “It 
couldn’t be happening at a worse time, either, 
considering all the publicity ‘High Life’ is 
giving Mount Mirage.” 

“What a great song,” Bess said enthusiasti- 
cally. ““No wonder it’s a hit.” 

“Living the High Life for Love,” the song 
rock star Brad MacDougal had written for 
Worldwide Children’s Charities, was shooting 
to the top of the charts. The song was being 
played all over the world as a reminder to help 
underprivileged kids. 

“They’re expecting sales of one hundred 
million!” Bess told her friends. “I read it in a 
magazine last week.” 

“It’s pretty amazing,” George agreed. “But 
so is the song.” 

Brad MacDougal performed “High Life” 
with country singer Roseanne James. They 
were an unexpected combo—Brad’s ripping, 
rock vocal in harmony with Roseanne’s sweet 
purr—but the blend was magical. 
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“And to think we’ll get to see them making 
the video right here!”’ Bess said, a huge grin on 
her face. The Worldwide Children’s Charities 
had arranged for the song’s two stars to make a 
video at Mount Mirage. 

The three girls were almost at the peak. 
From the lift the ‘skiers below looked like 
rainbow-colored bits of confetti sprinkled on 
the sparkling white mountain. 

“You know, if I’m not too busy hobnobbing 
with the rich and famous, I think I just might 
work on my skiing this week,” Bess said. “I 
saw a couple of incredibly cute instructors at 
the lodge.” 

“It probably wouldn’t hurt,” George said 
with a laugh. Bess wasn’t much of a skier. 

“Get ready, we’re almost there!”’ Nancy said 
as the chair began swinging to a halt. 

“Gosh. I don’t know where my lip balm is,” 
George muttered, rummaging through the 
roomy pockets of her silver ski parka. “I could 
have sworn I put it with my sun goggles.” 

“Don’t worry, I have two,” Bess said. She 
pulled out a small tube of lip gloss. “The last 
thing I want is dry lips—especially if I get to 
meet Brad MacDougal. I read that he doesn’t 
have a girlfriend—and you never know.” 

George shook her head as she pushed up the 
horizontal bar of the ski lift. “Bess, this is a big 
place,” she said, sliding smoothly onto the 
snow. ““We probably won’t even get to see Brad 
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MacDougal—except maybe on a video moni- 
tor.” 

“Come on, George, think positive!” Bess 
called after her. 

Nancy was the next one off the lift. She 
pulled down her goggles and held a mittened 
hand out to Bess. “Here you go,” she said, 
helping her friend slide off. 

“Whoa! I just hope I remember how to stop 
these things,” muttered Bess, looking down at 
her skis. “They seem to have a mind of their 
own.” 

“Don’t worry, Bess,’ George assured her. 
“You'll improve in no time. It’s amazing what 
a cute instructor can do for your technique.” 

Nancy bent down to check her friend’s ski 
bindings. ‘““With a few pointers, I'll bet you'll 
be able to take the intermediate trails by the 
end of the week.” 

“Me? On the intermediate slopes?” Bess 
gave Nancy a rueful grin. “Well, thanks for the 
vote of confidence. But frankly, if I wind up 
spending a lot of time in the heated pool, or 
around the fireplace at the lodge, I won't 
exactly be brokenhearted,” Bess said with a 
giggle. “Picture me and Brad MacDougal 
curled up in front of a blazing fire... .” 

George grinned. “Bess, you’re hopeless. But 
at least you ook like you know what you’re 
doing.” 

Nancy glanced at Bess’s outfit and saw that 
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George was right. In her white body suit with 
its high-tech black and red lightning design, 
Bess Marvin looked like an experienced skier. 
Only an uneasy wobble in the way she slid 
along behind George and Nancy gave her away 
as a beginner. 

“I think I'll save the hardest trail until I’ve 
had some practice,” George said, surveying 
the trail signs and matching them to the map 
she’d picked up in the lobby of the lodge. 
“That would be Excelsior. The next hardest is 
Zenith. Want to try it, Nancy?” 

“Sounds good to me,” Nancy said, confident 
in her ability to handle the trail. In addition to 
being a natural athlete, Nancy had been intro- 
duced to the slopes at a young age. An expert 
trail like Zenith, or even Excelsior, was perfect 
for her. 

“Well, it’s the bunny hill for me,” Bess said, 
pursing her pink-glossed lips. “I don’t want to 
take any chances.” 

“Don’t worry, Bess,” Nancy said with a 
smile. “When Ken Harrison called to invite 
me here, he told me that the beginner slopes 
were designed to be accident-proof.” 

Ken Harrison was a former Olympic silver 
medalist who owned and operated Mount 
Mirage. It was he who had asked Nancy and 
her friends to visit the resort. 

“That’s comforting,” Bess said with a hint 
of nervousness as she pushed off toward the 
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start of the trails. “Besides, they say whatever 
goes up must come down—right?” 

“Right, but keep it slow,” coached George. 
“Snowplow all the way down if you have to. 
And whatever you do, don’t rush. We'll wait 
for you by the gondola lift at the base of the 
mountain, okay?” ; 

“Okay, but I may not get there for years,” 
said Bess, getting a grip on her ski poles. ““Let’s 
see if I remember. When I want to stop, I lift 
my leg and put it out like this, right?” Demon- 
strating, she nearly lost her balance. Fortu- 
nately, Nancy was behind her and put out an 
arm to brace her friend’s back. 

“It’s easier when you’ve got a little momen- 
tum,” Nancy said, patting Bess’s shoulder. 

“Thanks, Nan,” Bess said, blushing. “When 
I’m laid up in the infirmary with a broken leg, 
you’ll come visit me, right?” 

“Come on, we’ll go with you to the start of 
the bunny trail,” suggested George. “You'll see 
how much fun it is. Just don’t try anything 
fancy.” 

The three girls skied through the light snow 
over to the approach area just as someone in a 
white ski suit was inserting the marker that 
read Bunny. 

“Those markers must get knocked over all 
the time,” George commented, as the worker 
skied off to another approach, a second sign in 
hand. 
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“Wait a minute,”’ Nancy exclaimed. She slid 
a few yards past the start of the trail. “This 
doesn’t look right.” A quick look told her that 
beyond a small clump of trees. and some thick 
bushes, the bunny trail dropped in a headlong 
plunge. 

“They can’t expect us beginners to handle 
something like that!” Bess cried, coming up 
beside Nancy. There was a worried look on her 
face. 

“I don’t think so, either, Bess,” Nancy mur- 
mured, her heart leaping to her throat. “It 
looks like somebody’s changed the trail mark- 
ers!” 

“I think you’re right,” said George, the snow 
falling freely now and almost obliterating the 
map she was consulting. “‘That’s the north 
face. This trail is definitely an advanced one!” 

“No, no, sweetie! Wait for Mommy!” a 
woman was calling to a small girl who was 
headed for the far approach of the bunny trail. 
Out of the corner of her eye, Nancy saw the 
skier in white planting another trail marker. 

“George! Stop them!” she called, pointing to 
the mother and child. “That child could get 
killed if they ski that trail!” 

“On my way!” George wasted no time in 
taking off after the pair. 

“Bess, stand in the middle over there and 
warn everyone!” Nancy shouted over her 
shoulder as she pushed off. The skier in white 
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had just marked another trail. The sign said 
Easy Street, but it was on the same dangerous 
face as the bunny slope. Nancy knew this was 
no “‘easy”’ trail. 

“Hey,” Nancy shouted, trying to stop him 
or her. 

The skier in white didn’t even look back 
before digging in his poles and shoving off 
down Easy Street. 

Nancy wiped her goggles and adjusted her 
pole straps. 

“Wait a minute, Nancy!” Bess called out. 
“You’re not going after that person alone, are 
you?” she asked. 

Nancy’s only answer was a whoosh as she 
headed down the sharp drop. After one quick 
turn, the trail plunged precipitously and disap- 
peared in the swirling snow. 


Chapter 
Two 


N ANCY WAS IN FOR the ride of her life. 
Taking a deep breath, she shot forward. The 
world dropped out from under her as she 
sailed off into space. Landing hard, Nancy 
could feel herself sliding out of control, but 
with a supreme effort she managed to stop. 

‘ But there was no time for a sigh of relief. She 
stood up and immediately began sliding at top 
speed. A series of three hairpin turns led into a 
much narrower trail. Zigzagging for her life, 
Nancy managed to just remain upright. Her 
legs grew heavier and heavier as the oxygen 
was slowly depleted from her body. 
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Nancy caught a flash of movement ahead. 
Now she knew the skier in white had nearly a 
hundred feet on her, but seeing him gave her | 
renewed energy. She leaned into the hill, trying 
to close the gap. 

Every few hundred feet another trail inter- 
sected the one she was skiing. Nancy had to 
keep a close eye on the figure in front of her to 
make sure he didn’t take a cutoff. 

Suddenly the treeline broke, and Nancy and 
her quarry reached a wide-open space, where 
the blowing snow had calmed to practically 
nothing. Nancy could see in all directions. 

Now was her chance to gain on him. With a 
few quick turns she had narrowed the distance 
between them to fifty feet. Then all too soon 
they were back in the pines, but still skiing at 
what felt like a million miles an hour. 

“Nancy!” 

Because of the roaring in her ears, Nancy 
wasn’t sure she had really heard a male voice 
call out her name. 

She turned her head for a split second, and 
through the pines Nancy did spy another skier 
racing parallel to her. He was shouting and 
gesturing wildly with one ski pole. 

The momentary distraction made Nancy 
lose sight of the figure in white. When she 
looked for him, he had disappeared. 

Nancy gasped because in a flash she knew 
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where the skier had gone. The next moment — 
she shot over the edge of a huge drop and 
soared in space. 

Here goes nothing, Nancy told herself. Low- 
ering her body into a tuck, she used every 
muscle merely to maintain her equilibrium. 
After what seemed an eternity, she hit the 
snow again, hard. She was thrown slightly off 
balance by the impact but managed to remain 
upright. 

“‘Nancy!”’ She heard her name again. This 
time the voice was closer, and it wasn’t one 
voice, but two. 

Nancy shot a quick look to her right. The 
trees had prevented her from seeing who was 
calling her name before. 

*‘What?’’ Skiing along next to her, not more 
than ten feet away, were Frank and Joe Hardy! 
“‘We’re with you!” Nancy heard Joe yell. 

With Frank and Joe skiing beside her as 
lookouts, Nancy could keep her eyes on the 
skier in front of them. 

The trail wound close to the lodge at the 
mountain’s base. More trails and many skiers 
converged on them as they got closer to the 
lodge. , 

Desperately keeping her eyes on her quarry, 
Nancy dodged the slower skiers who were 
coming in from their runs. Frank and Joe were 
sticking right with her, but as the three of them 
were closing in on their quarry, a ski instructor 
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followed by a group of beginners moved into 
their path. 

Nancy managed to find an opening between 
two skiers, and Frank and Joe did the same. 
But when they came out from the group, the 
figure in white had disappeared! 

Nancy slid to a stop. Frank and Joe pulled 
up next to her, shooting up plumes of snow. 
Nancy lifted her goggles and narrowed her 
eyes against the glare of the sun. 

“Did you see where he went?” she asked the 
Hardys in frustration. She looked in the di- 
rection of the lodge and the condos behind 
it. 

“Hey, what about saying hello?” Joe Hardy 
said, smiling. 

“Sorry, Joe,” Nancy said, adjusting the zip- 
per on her ski suit. “Hey, I didn’t know you 
guys were going to be here!” 

“We could say the same about you,” Frank 
Hardy said, looking at her with his warm 
brown eyes. “Who was that guy anyway, 
Nancy?” 

“Bess, George, and I caught him at the top 
of the mountain, moving the trail markers,” 
Nancy explained. “Bess almost took an ad- 
vanced trail.” 

“Well, it looks like we lost him,” Joe said. 

Nancy gave Frank and Joe a puzzled look. 
“This isn’t just a lucky coincidence, is it?” she 
asked. 
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“Don’t tell me Ken called you in, too!” 
Frank said excitedly. 

“Well, I’m not here on vacation, if that’s 
what you mean,” Nancy said, returning his 
slow grin. 

Frank’s grin grew to include his eyes, and an 
electric shiver made its way up and down 
Nancy’s spine. Something about Frank Hardy 
always had this effect on her, though she 
wasn’t sure exactly what it was. It could be his 
incredible dark eyes, or his easy smile and 
laugh, or even his patient kindnesses. Or may- 
be it was his logic and intellect. She couldn’t 
analyze it—now. 

Nancy leaned forward on her skis to give 
first Joe, then Frank a quick kiss hello. “It’s 
great to see you both,” she said, trying to 
sound casual. “Looks like we’re Partners 
again.” 

“Sorry we lost him, Nancy,” Frank said 
seriously. “But I think Ken Harrison should 
know about this—and soon.” 

“Lead the way!” Nancy brushed a hair from 
her half-frozen cheek and followed Frank and 
Joe to the ski stand in front of the main lodge. 

They flipped open their bindings and parked 
their skis on the outdoor racks. “How about 
George?” Frank asked. “Is she with you?” 

“Do you think she’d miss a ski trip?” Nancy 
asked with a smile. 

“Great!” Joe said. 
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“And Ned?” Frank asked. Ned Nickerson 
was Nancy’s boyfriend. He was handsome, 
bright, and wonderfully funny—everything a 
girl could ask for. So why did Nancy’s heart 
skip a beat when she looked at Frank Hardy? It 
was the craziest thing! 

“Ned’s studying for midterms,” Nancy an-- 
swered. “But he might be able to come out 
later in the week,” she added quickly. 

“So, has Ken told you anything about what’s 
been going on?” Joe asked as they stepped into 
the lodge. 

“No, but Bess, George, and I will meet with 
him at two o’clock,” Nancy said. 

“Funny, that’s when we’re supposed to be 
meeting Ken, too,” Joe said. “But I have a 
feeling he’ll want to see us early.” 

“Well, here’s to working together again,” 
Frank said. Nancy found herself looking for- 
ward to this case. 


“Welcome to Mount Mirage,” Ken Harrison 
said, walking into the resort’s lounge and 
greeting the three teenagers. Behind his warm 
smile, Nancy detected the tension he was 
trying to hide. . 

Ken’s sandy hair was gray at the temples, 
but he was still as muscular and lean as he’d 
been sweeping Olympic ski events almost 
~ twenty years earlier. 

“My office is right in here,” he announced, 
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opening a carved oak door off the lounge with 
a small key. “Let’s talk inside.” 

Just then Bess and George joined them, and 
the girls were as surprised as Nancy to see 
Frank and Joe. The five teenagers followed 
Ken into a spacious office. A wall of windows 
on the far side looked out on the slopes. 

“Please make yourselves at home,” he said, 
gesturing toward two leather sofas. 

As she crossed the room, Nancy saw a group 
of trophy cases. Her eyes went straight to the 
central treasures of the collection, three Olym- 
pic medals. Ken’s career as a competitor had 
been illustrious, to say the least. 

Nancy knew the same couldn’t be said for 

his brief try at acting. Carson Drew had filled 
his daughter in on Ken’s career before Nancy 
left for Mount Mirage. At the height of his 
sports fame, Ken had gone to Hollywood and 
made a few bad films. When the movies failed 
at the box office, Ken quit the business and 
opened the resort on Mount Mirage. 

There was a gallery of photographs on the 
wall next to the trophy cases. Most were black- 
and-white glossies of Ken with celebrity visi- 
tors to Mount Mirage: Ken shaking hands with 
a vice-president; Ken Standing next to an 
Academy Award-winning actor; Ken with a 
well-dressed man in front of the Mount Mirage 
condos. 
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Ken walked over and stood next to Nancy. 
“That’s Jack Treyford, the multimillionaire 
real estate developer,” he explained, observing 
Nancy’s interest in the photo. *“He owns some 
condos here, and he’s contributing to the 
video.” 

“Gosh, Mr. Harrison, you know so many 
celebrities!” Bess blurted out from across the 
room. “Is that Roseanne James?” she asked, 
pointing to one photo. “I didn’t know she 
played guitar.” 

Nancy’s eyes went to the photograph. It was 
an eight-by-ten-inch, black-and-white print. 
Scrawled across the bottom was the message, 
“All my love, from your biggest fan.” There 
was something haunting in the woman’s eyes. 

“That isn’t Roseanne. It’s Jocelyn James, 
Roseanne’s mother, right?” Joe asked. 

Ken nodded. “That picture was taken a long 
time ago.” 

“They sure look alike,” George murmured. 
“Those eyes...” 

Ken glanced at the photo tenderly. “She was 
a beautiful woman, inside and out. We met 
right after the Olympics twenty years ago. We 
were hired to do a commercial together, and 
we—lI guess you could say we fell in love.” 

“What happened?” Nancy asked gently. 

Ken shook his head sadly. “It’s a long story. 
But show business can put a real strain on 
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people.” He paused. “One day I got a call that _ 
she’d killed herself.” 

“Oh, no! How terrible,” Bess said quietly. 

“Pm so sorry,” Nancy added. “I shouldn’t 
have brought it up.” 

“You had no way of knowing.” Ken’s voice 
wavered a little as he spoke. He coughed to 
cover his emotions, and then continued. “You 
know Roseanne will be getting here later to- 
day. She’s like family to me, and I’d hate to see 
her involved in the mess I have here. She’s had 
problems enough with her mother dying so 
young... .” 

Ken’s voice trailed off. He turned away from 
the others and stared out the wall of windows. 

Frank Hardy cleared his throat. ““Maybe 
you’d better start at the beginning, Ken,” he 
Suggested quietly. “You mentioned sabotage?” 

“Yes, I did. I’m not sure where to begin.” 
Ken turned back and looked at them as if 
seeing them for the first time. “Let’s see. It all 
started about three months ago. We had an 
entire shipment of caviar thaf someone dyed 
blue. The next week, a rat was let loose in the 
disco. We caught it the next day, and found the 
cage it had been brought in, too. After that, 
one of the gondola lifts got jammed with a 
strange piece of wire.” 

Ken picked up a thin, purplish strand from 
his desk and passed it around the room. Nancy 
had never seen metal like it before. She handed 
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the strand to Frank, who also looked at it 
quizzically. 

“No one was hurt, but people had to wait for 
hours while we fixed the lift,” Ken continued. 
“These incidents all sound pretty harmless, 
but together they can ruin the resort’s reputa- 
tion. And now, with the music video being 
shot here, Mount Mirage is going to be the 
focus of a lot of media attention. I want to 
make sure things go smoothly.” 

“Unfortunately, whoever did all this is at it 
again,” Nancy told him soberly. She explained 
about the switched trail markers, adding, “A 
little girl could have been hurt. Luckily, we 
were up there.” 

Ken’s face went white. “Oh, no,” he mur- 
mured. “This is worse than I thought.” 

“Ken, do you think that the culprit is some- 
one on your staff?” Frank asked. 

Ken pursed his lips tensely and nodded. 
“Well, yes, I’ve had to think about it. Though 
honestly, I can’t understand why any of them 
would want to ruin me. I’ve always been proud 
of my relationship with the staff. They have 
unlimited lift passes, competitive salaries . . aa 

“It only takes one person with a chip on his 
or her shoulder, Ken,” Nancy observed. Bess 
nodded. 

“You're right. I have to consider that one of 
them might be behind all this. I did draw up a 
list of the staff for you.” He handed two 


19 


A Nancy Drew & Hardy Boys SuperMystery 
typewritten pages to Nancy. “It’s pretty long, 
I’m afraid.” 

Nancy and Frank glanced at the sheets. 
“This is great,” Frank observed. “It even 
shows what shifts they were assigned to today 
—that should help us narrow it down.” 

“If an employee switched those trail mark- 
ers, he or she either had the time off or sneaked 
off,” Nancy added. “Here, take a look.” She 
handed the list to Joe. 

“Whew, this is a lot of alibis to check out,” 
Joe said, scanning the list. 

“We'll get started right away,” Frank said 
firmly. 

“Wait a minute,” George said. “Shouldn’t 
we go undercover to investigate the staff?” 

“I'm afraid it’s too late for that,” Ken re- 
plied slowly. “I’ve let everyone know you were 
coming. I wanted to scare the culprit.” Nancy 
gave him a curious look, and Ken continued. 
“Td like to see this person behind bars—don’t 
get me wrong—but it’s even more important 
to me that nothing happen this week, with the 
video and the documentary and the donors.” 

“You probably did the right thing,” Bess 
concluded. “If somebody is out to destroy you, 
now would be the time.” 

Ken rubbed a hand over his face, then he 
reached into his jacket pocket. “Here. I’ve 
issued you all gold passkeys.” He put five 
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shiny keys on his desk and pushed them to- 
ward the group. 

“What are they for?” Nancy asked, taking 
hers. 

“They open every door in the resort. I’m 
hoping you won’t have to use them, but if you 
do, you have my full backing. I want these 
pranks stopped! I love this place. It means the 
world to me.” 

A quick knock announced a vivacious wom- 
an of about twenty-five who banged the door 
open and barged into the room. She had dark, 
blunt-cut hair that framed a pretty and tense 
face. She marched right up to Ken’s desk. 

“You’ve got to come outside right away, 
Ken,” she said in a forceful tone. “My men 
need to lay their cables, and we’re having a 
problem clearing out the guests!” 

Ken put a reassuring hand on the woman’s 
and introduced her. “This is Raven Maxwell, 
everyone. She’s coordinating the video shoot 
for Archer Lampley, Brad MacDougal’s man- 
ager and the video’s producer. Anything you 
need to know about the video, ask her.” 

‘“‘Ask me later,” Raven interrupted, giving 
them a none-too-friendly look. “Ken, I need 
you, and I need you now.” 

Ken looked at them helplessly. ““Why don’t 
you get started on that list. P’ll check in with 
you later.” 
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““We’re on our way.” Frank nodded, and in 
no time they were out in the lounge planning 
their attack. 

“Whew!” Joe commented. “I'd never want 
to work for her!” 

Frank nodded. “I think we should get 
started. Nancy and George, would one of you 
show me where you saw that person switching 
the trail markers?” 

“T’ve got an idea,” Nancy said. ““Why don’t 
you and Joe go back with George up the 
mountain, and Bess and I will start checking 
out the staff here in the lodge.” 

“Good idea,” Bess said. She pointed to a 
tear in the side of her ski suit. “I ran into a tree 
on the way down the mountain. Maybe I can 
find a new suit in one of the boutiques while 
we're at it.” 

““We’re here to work, Bess, not shop,” Nancy 
chided her. 

“Just trying to mix business with pleasure,” 
Bess retorted, her blue eyes sparkling mis- 
chievously. 

“We'll leave you two to settle this,” Frank 
said with a smile. “See you later.” 

“Later,” Nancy replied, feeling a vague re- 
gret that she wasn’t going with them. 

She shook it off as she and Bess headed 
down the corridor toward Snazz, the boutique 
located next to the magazine concession. 

“T saw this electric-blue suit with white 


22 


The Last Resort 


stripes in the window. I think it’d look great on 
me,” Bess said. “What if I try it on while you 
check out the staff?” 

“Oh, all right,” Nancy agreed. 

Inside the store, the air was perfumed with a 
rich, pleasant scent. “May I help you?” a 
well-dressed saleswoman asked. 

“Yes, I’d like to try on the blue suit in the 
window, please,” Bess told her. 

“Pll wait here,’ Nancy said. The sales- 
woman brought the suit to Bess, and Nancy 
pretended to browse as her friend went into 
the changing room. 

Nancy was examining an orange sweater, 
watching the sales staff out of the corner of her 
eye, when she heard a noise from the changing 
room. It sounded like Bess. She was coughing 
—once, twice, then repeatedly. 

“Bess, are you all right?” Nancy asked, 
knocking on the door. There was no answer. 

Nancy put her hand on the door and was 
about to open it when she realized it was 
burning hot. She looked down at the floor and 
saw a white plume drifting up from the base of 
the door. And from behind the door came the 
smell of thick, acrid smoke! 
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: HER MOUTH, Nancy pushed on the 
door. It wouldn’t budge. Leaning into it with 
her shoulder, Nancy shoved in and up with 
everything she had. The door moved six inches 
and then stopped. Nancy slid in and found the 
reason the door wouldn’t open. Bess. She was 
lying on the floor, overcome by the smoke. It 
clutched at Nancy’s throat and choked her 
now, too. 

Nancy lifted her friend under the arms and 
dragged Bess out of the changing room. Away 
from the smoke, Bess revived somewhat. She 
managed to get to her feet and stagger into the 
corridor. 
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Nancy turned to the salesperson and cus- 
tomers. “Get out of here right away!” she 
shouted. “There’s a fire!” 

The saleswoman looked startled as Nancy 
tugged at her sleeve. “Cover your mouth,” 
Nancy ordered, pushing her to the safety of the 
corridor. “Now run for it! 

“Please find the nearest exit and get out!” 
Nancy announced, urging everyone into the 
corridor. She turned back to Bess. “Are you all 
right?” 

Bess’s eyes were streaming, and she was still 
coughing. “I think so,” she managed to say. 
“The door was stuck, and the room just filled 
up with smoke. Where are you going?” she 
added, grabbing Nancy’s arm as her friend 
headed for the smokiest part of the building. 

“T’ll see you outside,” Nancy answered. A 
general murmur of alarm was running through 
the lodge now. People were pouring out of the 
exits. 

“What do you mean?” Bess demanded, still 
holding on to her friend’s arm. “Aren’t you 
coming out?” 

“I have to check something first. Now go!” 
Nancy insisted. 

“I can’t leave you in a burning building!” 
Bess cried. 

“I'll be all right, Bess. I promise.” 

“If I didn’t know how stubborn you were, 
Nancy Drew . . .” Bess muttered. With a final 
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glance back, she hurried toward the nearest 
exit along with the others. 

Nancy covered her nose and throat with a 
handkerchief and squinted up at the ceiling in 
the hallway. The smoke was coming from the 
ceiling beams, which were made of dark- 
stained wood. They appeared to be more deco- 
rative than functional, and looking closely, 
Nancy saw that they had metal vents spaced at 
regular intervals. 

The beams probably disguised the central 
air system, Nancy reasoned. Following her 
hunch, she turned down an empty corridor, 
keeping her head as low as she could and 
breathing in shallow gasps. 

The beams ended just outside the swinging 
doors of the kitchen. Just inside the doors, she 
found another door, this one marked Author- 
ized Personnel Only. 

Nancy pushed that door open and was near- 
ly overpowered by the smoke. She lifted her 
Sweater over her mouth and nose to help block 
it out. These makeshift masks worked, but she 
knew they were only temporary measures. If 
she was going to get anything done, she’d have 
to work fast. 

Through tearing eyes, Nancy made out a 
flight of stairs going down. She fought her way 
through the smoke to the bottom. 

The central air system was across the room. 
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Just in front of it, someone had built a bonfire. 
Flames were roaring by the air-intake fan. 

Nancy fought her way back up the stairs to 
the kitchen and grabbed a fire extinguisher. 
Then she ran back down to the generator room 
and pressed the silver lever on the extinguish- 
er. A stream of white mist shot out, and in less 
than a minute the fire was under control. 

A few more blasts and the fire was complete- 
ly extinguished. Coughing furiously from the 
smoke she’d inhaled, Nancy dragged herself 
back up the stairs. 

As she made her way back through the 
deserted corridors, she heard the distant wail 
of a fire siren. When she reached the main exit, 
Ken Harrison rushed up to her, Bess right 
behind him. 

“Nancy! What happened?” Ken’s face was 
flushed, and his pale blue eyes were wide with 
alarm. 

“Are you all right?” Bess asked. 

“T’ll be fine.” Nancy leaned against the wall 
while she caught her breath. “It was a fire, all 
right. Someone had built a bonfire in front of 
the intake fan. Definitely not an accident.” 
Her words came out in short gasps. 

“Good grief,” Ken said, rubbing his jaw 
nervously. “This is just what I need! The 
whole place smells of smoke, and everyone’s 
terrified. Are you okay?” 
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“Just a little tired,” Nancy answered, begin- 
ning to recover from her ordeal. “Anyhow, the 
fire’s out now.” 

“You say the fire’s out? Why, then, little 
lady, what you need is my help.” A surprising- 
ly cheerful man dressed in a houndstooth 
business jacket with a turquoise string tie came 
up to them. The woman with him wore a 
zebra-striped ski suit. 

“Chester, darling,” she was saying in a dis- 
tinctly western twang, “chow’s the man going to 
accept our help when he doesn’t even know 
who we are?” 

“Why then, allow me to introduce myself,” 
said the little man, with a tip of his beige 
ten-gallon hat. “I’m Chester L. Peabody, and 
this here is my wife, Pearl. We’re from Jobbo, 
Texas, a little town I suspect none of you has 
ever heard of. Am I-right?” 

Nancy couldn’t help smiling as she nodded. 
As for Bess and Ken, they seemed too sur- 
prised to speak. The fire siren still sounded in 
the distance, but no engines had appeared yet. 

“He’s an inventor,” Pearl explained proud- 
ly. “He’s got patents on fifteen inventions 
already, with over forty pending.” 

“And one of those inventions gets rid of 
odors entirely. Why, I’ll have that smoke smell 
out of here in fifteen minutes or less. Just lead 
me to the source of the fire.” 

“By all means,” Ken said, obviously willing 
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to try anything. He nodded to Nancy, who 
simply raised her eyebrows quizzically and led 
them back into the building. 

“Just three years ago, I had only a workshop 
in my garage,” Chester announced. 

“Now he’s got his own lab with five employ- 
ees,” his wife added with pride. “And all 
because he played our anniversary-date num- 
bers and my birthdate.” 

“I told her when I married her that she’d 
bring me luck,” Chester added. “It just took 
me some twenty years. I won a million dollars 
for every year we were married!” 

“You won twenty million dollars in a lot- 
tery?” Nancy said. 

“Sure did.” The little man chuckled. 

As they pushed through the service door and 
made their way down the stairs, Ken threw 
Nancy a helpless shrug and a smile that 
seemed to say Chester L. Peabody might seem 
like an eccentric, but he might also be able to 
help. Stranger things had been known to hap- 
pen. 

“Oh, I see,” Chester murmured, walking up 
to the charred remains of the bonfire, looking 
from it to the blower, which was still on. “That 
blower goes through the whole lodge, right?” 

“Right,” Ken answered glumly. 

“Hmmm. Well, let’s see, then . . .” Reaching 
into his pocket, Chester took out two small 
vials. 


29 


A Nancy Drew & Hardy Boys SuperMystery 

“It'll take a tad of this,” he murmured, 
taking a pinch of green powder from one and 
adding it to the other. “Now, where are the 
controls for your blower?” 

“The switch is over here,” Ken said, point- 
ing to the wall. “Should I turn it off?” 

“Just for a minute,” Chester instructed. 

Chester lightly flicked some powder into the 
engine. ““Okay,” he said, “turn her on again.” 

The huge generator rumbled into action. 

“That should do it,” Chester announced, 
carefully Capping the tubes and inserting them 
in his jacket pocket. “Don’t worry. This stuff 
won’t harm the motor. It’ll be gone without a 
trace in fifteen minutes.” 

“Well, if you’ve fixed it, let’s go,” Pearl said. 
“This room is no place to spend a vacation.” 

As soon as they stepped back into the corri- 
dor, Bess sniffed the air. “It’s already fresher. 
Amazing,” she commented. 

Instead of reeking of stale smoke, the air 
coming through the kitchen vent was as sweet 
as the air on Mount Mirage. 

“Pil say,” a grateful Ken agreed. “Mr. 
Peabody—how can I thank you?” 

“No thanks required,” Chester said: “I’m 
glad to help. Just one thing: please don’t 
mention this to anyone,” he said in a conspira- 
torial whisper. “I haven’t registered the formu- 
la yet. In fact, that’s the reason I had it with 
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me. Never leaves me—afraid of somebody 
stealing it.” 

“Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with us,” 
Nancy said with a smile. 

“Well, bye now, folks. I’m going to the pool. 
Coming, Chester?” Pearl asked. 

“Sure thing, honey.” With a tip of his hat, 
the little man followed his wife down the 
corridor. 

“I can’t believe what a good job that stuff 
did,” Ken commented. “We’re lucky they 
came along.” Just then they heard the fire 
engines pull up outside. 

Unlike Ken, Nancy wasn’t terribly relieved. 
Someone had started that fire, intending to do 
more than cause a bit of smoke. The acts of 
sabotage were getting more serious. 

“We'd have been sunk without Chester and 
Pearl,” Ken went on. “I’d better go out and 
greet the fire fighters. Oh, by the way, 
Roseanne and Brad will be here later. They’re 
Starting the taping tonight.” 

“I don’t know about you, but my head is 
spinning,” Bess said. “I need a nap if ’m going 
to be awake tonight.” 

“Good idea,” Ken said, a look of concern in 
his eyes. “You both look like you could use 
some sleep.” 

“But Frank and Joe—” Nancy began. 

“Frank and Joe can take care of them- 


31 


A Nancy Drew & Hardy Boys SuperMystery 
selves,” Bess said, overriding her. “At the 
least, you should take a shower—the air may 
be clean, but I can’t say the same for us!” 

“Okay,” Nancy agreed reluctantly. 

They waved a quick goodbye to Ken, who 
still looked terribly worried. 

“We'll get to the bottom of this,” Nancy 
said, trying to reassure him. But she had a 
feeling it wasn’t going to be easy. 


That evening, Nancy arrived at the disco 
feeling clean and refreshed after a shower, a 
nap, and some dinner. Bess, George, and the 
Hardys were changing and planned to meet 
her there for the first night of videotaping. Ken 
Harrison had requested that they keep an eye 
on the stars and crew. It was most important 
that the taping run smoothly. 

Nancy was surprised to see a sign on the 
door of the disco that read Soundstage. “We 
converted it for the week,” said Raven Max- 
well, whizzing by her. She seemed to have read 
Nancy’s mind. “Ken told me who you are, by 
the way. Make yourself at home, but try not to 
get in the way, okay?” 

Nancy looked around for a place to stand, 
but found she was in the way no matter where 
she went. Finally she backed into the DJ’s 
booth, which was serving as the control center. 
Raven was shouting into a microphone for 
someone to move something, and technicians 
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were fiddling with all sorts of camera- equip- 
ment. 

“Well, hello! Are you our new engineer?” 
The voice behind her had a rough, earthy 
quality. Nancy recognized it immediately, as 
would have millions of other girls. She spun 
around and found herself looking into the 
fabulous, clear blue eyes of Brad MacDougal. 

“Sorry, I’m just an observer. You're Brad 
MacDougal, right?” she asked, shaking the 
hand he offered and returning his broad smile. 

“Yep,” Brad said modestly. “What’s your 
name?” 

“Nancy Drew,” she answered. 

He looked at her with new interest. “Whoa! 
I heard about you!” he said, his smile widen-. 
ing. “You’re the one who saved the guy from 
Bent Fender! And didn’t you have something 
to do with helping Jesse Slade out of a pretty 
bad jam?” 

Nancy nodded. 

“I’m a fan, Nancy. You’re terrific!” 

Nancy had to laugh. “This is supposed to be 
the other way around,” she said, shaking her 
head. “‘Shouldn’t J be saying I’m your fan?” 

“Not unless you really are,” he replied, 
batting his long lashes dramatically. 

“Well, I am, actually,” Nancy said with a 
smile. “And I love ‘Living the High Life.’ You 
and Roseanne are wonderful together!” 

“Thanks,” Brad answered, looking genuine- 
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ly pleased. “That’s the first nice thing I’ve 
heard all day.” 

“Oh?” Nancy smiled encouragingly. After 
all, she thought, she was at Mount Mirage to 
pick up information, and what better source 
than the star of the video himself? “Has it 
been rough?” 

“Rough is not the word,” Brad said with a 
scowl. “Archer Lampley, the producer and my 
manager, has been his usual self—” He cauglit 
himself. “Oh, well, you don’t want to hear all 
my problems.” 

Nancy was about to explain that actually she 
did want to hear his problems, when Raven 
Maxwell burst into the control booth. “Get 
this, Brad.” Raven whispered something in 
Brad’s ear. “Not only that,” she concluded in 
her regular voice, “but he was proud of it, too. 
Isn’t that incredible?” 

“It sure is,” Brad muttered. Whatever Ra- 
ven had said, it had an intense effect on the 
singer. His face was beet red, and his hands 
were now balled into fists. Nancy couldn’t 
believe how fast his mood had changed. 

“I’m going to have to talk to him,” Brad 
said, storming out of the control room. 

Through the glass door, Nancy watched him 
approach a man in a conservative business 
Suit, who she guessed was probably one of the 
studio executives. Slipping out of the control 
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booth, Nancy followed Brad at a discreet dis- . 
tance. 

“You think you can do anything, Archer 
Lampley! Just because you’re a big-shot pro- 
ducer,” Brad was saying in an angry voice. 

As Brad was speaking, Frank and Joe walked 
in. But like Nancy and everybody else in the 
room, they stopped in their tracks as the rock 
star’s shouts escalated. 

“You know what you really are, Archer? 
You're a piece of garbage!” he shouted through 
gritted teeth. “You don’t deserve to live!” 

Nancy’s jaw fell open as Brad leapt at the 
producer. Before anyone could stop him, the 
singer had his hands around Lampley’s throat 
—and was squeezing as hard as he could! 
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Four 


FE RANK AND JOE raced up to the rock star and 
the producer. Nancy met them there. With 
lightning speed, Joe wrenched Brad’s hands 
away from Lampley. 

“Okay, calm down,” Joe murmured to Brad, 
who was panting hard. 

“Listen to Joe, Brad,” Nancy added, step- 
ping between Brad and Archer. “Whatever 
you’re upset about, attacking Lampley isn’t 
going to help.” 

Brad shot them a look that was half regret- 
ful, half grateful. “I guess you’re right,” he 
admitted. “But he deserves to be killed, I 
swear—” His eyes burning with hatred, Brad 
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glared over at Lampley, who was standing with 
Frank. 

Looking unruffled, Archer Lampley never- 
theless was sticking close to Frank. ““The kid’s 
got some sense of gratitude,” he said sarcasti- 
cally. “When I first met him, he was playing in 
a tiny club for peanuts. I made him a superstar, 
and now he wants to kill me!” 

Nancy was impressed by how calmly the 
crew seemed to be taking everything. With 
scarcely a glance in Brad and Archer’s direc- 
tion, they finished up their work, setting up 
microphones and laying down cables. 

“J just wanted to remind you that I have 
witnesses to your little performance,” 
Lampley told Brad with a sneer. “Witnesses, 
do you hear?” With a smug look he pointed to 
Nancy, Joe, and Frank. Then he waved a finger 
around the room at the other technicians. 

Brad shook his head incredulously. ““You’re 
an idiot, Archer, you know that? I wouldn’t 
even mind you being an idiot, if you weren’t a 
rotten thief, too. So just leave me alone, 
okay?” 

“Take it easy,” Joe said, patting the singer 
gently on the back. 

With a final disgusted look at Lampley, Brad 
walked away. 

“An ingrate. An utter ingrate,”” Lampley was 
muttering to no one in particular. Then, when 
Raven walked by, he announced, “I’m leaving. 
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Pll be back, however, and I expect a full 
rehearsal before Roseanne gets here. Make 
sure he does it.” Lampley pointed a sharp 
finger in Brad’s direction. 

“Of course, Archer,” Raven answered dryly. 

Lampley nodded to Nancy, Frank, and Joe, 
and then strode out of the room, rubbing his 
throat. 

“You're certainly taking all this in stride,” 
Joe told Raven, who was smiling slightly. 

Raven laughed. “‘Oh, we’re used to outbursts 
like that around here,” she said. 

“You are?” Nancy asked. She exchanged a 
look with Frank and Joe. 

Raven shrugged. “When you work with 
Archer Lampley, you hear them all the time. 
Everyone in the entire world hates Archer— 
everyone who knows him, that is.” 

“Really?” Frank asked. “Why?” 

Raven laughed again. “Why hate Archer? I 
suppose if you ask each person who hates him, 
you'll get a different story.” 

“Let’s start with Brad, then,” Nancy said 
coolly, her eyes meeting Raven’s. 

Raven quickly scanned the room. “Okay. 
Ken told me to be upfront with you. Let’s sit 
down over there so we’ll be out of the crew’s 
way while they finish up.” She pointed to a 
small table. “Brad will need a few minutes to 
_ pull himself together, anyway.” 

She addressed a crew member. “We'll re- 
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hearse in five.” The assistant nodded and 
hurried off. 

‘‘Now, about Brad and Archer,” Raven be- 
gan after she and the three detectives were 
sitting down. ‘“‘For starters, there are the fi- 
nances. Archer was able to sign Brad on when 
Brad was a nobody. The contract is great for 
Archer, ‘but lousy for Brad. For the rest of his 
life, Brad MacDougal has to pay Archer 
Lampley forty percent of everything he makes. 
Not only that, Archer owns most of Brad’s 
songs outright.” 

Joe whistled softly. “Whew. Forty percent, 
that’s pretty incredible.” 

“Let’s put it this way, it was a stunning move 
on Archer’s part. And naturally, Brad resents 
it.” Raven tapped her manicured fingers on the 
table. “But c’est la vie. Business is business. 
Archer simply made a good deal for himself.” 

“Is that what this fight was all about?” 
Nancy asked. She wasn’t sure if she trusted 
Raven. After all, something Raven told Brad 
had inspired him to attack Lampley. 

“Well, in a way,” Raven said, looking away. 
She paused, then turned back to Nancy. “Ac- 
tually, I caused the fight,” she admitted with a 
shake of her head. “I told Brad something he 
had no business knowing.” 

“Oh?” Frank leaned in and listened closely. 

‘“*You see, poor Brad was under the impres- 
sion that all the money Archer’s getting for 
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‘High Life’ is going to World Children’s Chari- 
ties.” She raised her eyebrows and shook her 
head gently. - 

“You mean it isn’t?” Joe said. 

“Of course not. Archer Lampley Produc- 
tions is strictly for profit. Archer’s making a 
fortune on all this. World Children’s Charities 
is getting only a small percentage. A vefy small 
percentage.” 

Raven explained everything as if it were all 
perfectly normal, but Nancy could hardly be- 
lieve what she was hearing. 

“But Brad had trusted him?” Frank asked. 

Raven nodded. “Archer apparently prom- 
ised to turn his cut over to the charity if Brad 
would record with Roseanne. That’s why he 
was able to produce the double vocal on ‘High 
Life.’ Roseanne’s another of his clients, just as 
her mother was. That means Archer will col- 
lect double commissions.” 

“Why did you tell him the truth now?” 
Nancy asked Raven. 

“Oh, I know I shouldn’t have,” Raven said. 
“It’s just that Archer was bragging about the 
whole arrangement at dinner, and—I don’t 
know—I knew Brad would find out eventual- 
ly, so I decided sooner was better than later.” 

“Raven, where do you stand on all this?” 
Frank asked directly. Nancy smiled to herself 
—trust Frank to get right to the point. 

“Well, it’s complicated,” Raven answered 
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with a shrug. “I do wish WCC were getting the 
whole bundle. But on the other hand, I admire 
Archer tremendously. I’ve worked with him 
for five years, and I’ve learned everything there 
is to know about producing and promoting 
from him. The man’s a genius at making 
money. What more could you want in a music 
promoter?” 

Raven seemed about to say more, but a 
burly crew member interrupted her. “Raven, 
where do you want these lights?” he asked. 

“Sorry to cut this short, but I’'d better go 
mind the store,” Raven said, standing up and 
checking her Lucite clipboard. “Over by those 
receivers,” she called out. With a nod and a 
smile, she walked away from Nancy, Joe, and 
Frank. 

“Let’s go, everyone! Let’s go!” Raven barked 
loudly. ““We’ve got just enough time for a 
rehearsal before Roseanne gets here.” 

“What did we miss? Anything?” Nancy spun 
around to see a bubbly Bess looking down at 
her, her face full of happy anticipation. George 
was right behind her, looking equally excited. 

“Oh, nothing much,” Frank answered for 
Nancy. “Just a murder attempt.” 

“What?” Bess sputtered. 

“Brad attacked Archer Lampley,” Nancy 
explained. 

“Why?” George asked. 

“It’s all over now. I'll fill you in later. Brad’s 
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in the control room getting ready for a rehears- 
al, and Roseanne’s due any minute. Grab a 
seat.” Nancy pointed to two chairs from the 
next table. 

Bess pulled the chairs over and turned to 
George. “You see, George, we are going to get 
to see Brad MacDougal in action. I hope I 
don’t faint!” 

The others shot one another amused looks 
as Bess stared at the stage in utter fascination. 
She didn’t have long to wait. In a few moments 
Brad MacDougal took his place under the 
lights. 

“I want to see some real vulnerability here, 
Brad,” the director was urging from his place 
next to the cameraman. Brad snorted in re- 
sponse, but sat down at the bistro table set up 
on stage. On it was a slender vase with a single 
red rose. 

“Take one, Brad alone in the bistro,” said a 
young woman with a black-and-white film 
clapboard. 

“Can you believe this?” Bess whispered 
excitedly. 

“Run the intro for him,” Raven barked from 
the control booth. 

The familiar slow beat of “Living the High 
Life for Love” began, and a sense of exhilara- 
tion coursed through the room. Alone, on 
stage, acting out the part of a lonely lover, 
Brad looked as if he had forgotten his other 
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troubles. He leaned forward, his eyes troubled 
and sad as he hummed the first note that 
started the vocal. ; 

“‘He’s so gorgeous,” Bess murmured. 

As Brad launched into the song, Nancy was 
aware that someone had just entered the room. 
Craning her neck, she watched as Roseanne 
James, the undisputed queen of country rock, 
appeared among the crew. 

Brad sang the first refrain of the song as 
everyone listened, spellbound. Then he turned 
to the director. ““Vulnerable enough for you?” 
he asked with a smile. 

“Hello, everybody!” Roseanne called out. 

“Hi, Roseanne,” a chorus went up from 
around the room. Brad blew a kiss from the 
stage. 

“Two minutes, everyone, while we get 
Roseanne set up,” Raven announced. 

“Welcome to Mount Mirage, Roseanne.” 
Brad ambled down from the platform to greet 
his costar. The two were standing close enough 
to Nancy’s table that she and her friends could 
hear every word. 

“One of the stagehands told me you and 
Archer had a little run-in,” Roseanne said to 
Brad with a smile. 

“He lied about his percentage,” Brad told 
her. “He’s not giving all the money to WCC. 
That was just a ploy to get us to record.” 

Roseanne pursed her pretty lips and gave a 
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hard smile. “It’s okay, Brad. He’s going to get 
his back. I have it on very good information 
that Archer Lampley is not long for this 
world.” 

“Are you serious?” Brad asked. 

“Totally,” Roseanne replied, the same hard 
smile on her lips. “Because J’m going to kill 
him.” 

She made the threat so calmly that Nancy 
didn’t know what to. think. George’s mouth 
had dropped open. Bess’s eyes were huge, and 
Frank and Joe shot each other confused looks. 

“What did I tell you?” Raven whispered in 
Nancy’s ear as she passed by. “Somebody’s 
always got it in for Archer. Never means a 
thing. 

“Bring the boom mike up here,” Raven 
added, speaking to a crew member. 

“Yes, I am going to kill him,” Roseanne 
repeated calmly. “Unless you: beat me to it, 
that is.” 

Suddenly Brad and his costar burst out 
laughing. Nancy relaxed—obviously, this was 
a way they let off steam. Still, these casual 
references to murder were unsettling. 

“I am kidding, of course,” Roseanne said. 

A man with a boom mike maneuvered past 
the table where the kids were sitting. As he 
reached Roseanne, the boom suddenly slid out 
of his grasp. It collided with the country 
singer, knocking her purse to the floor. 
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The bag skidded away, coming to rest at 
Joe’s feet. 

“ll get it!” Roseanne cried sharply. She 
lunged for the bag and grabbed it out of Joe’s 
hand. 

Roseanne’s movements were quick but not 
fast enough to hide a small, pearl-handled 
revolver sticking out of the corner of the bag! 
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As NANCY WATCHED, Joe Hardy calmly 
tucked the small revolver back into the bag 
and handed it to Roseanne. 

“Thank you,” the singer murmured softly. 

“Anytime,” Joe replied, with a confused 
look in his eye. Roseanne gave him a tense 
smile before turning away. 

Before Nancy could say anything to her 
friends about what had just happened, Raven 
was walking across the room to check out 
possible damage to the boom mike. 

_ “Are you okay?” she asked the singer, al- 
most as an afterthought. 
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“Oh, I’m fine,” Roseanne said quickly, with 


a frown. “But I am tired. Tell Archer Pll re- _ 


port to work early tomorrow morning. I 
need a little time to rest if I’m going to do 
this well.” 

“Archer’s not going to like it, but suit your- 
self,’ Raven told Roseanne with a shrug. Ra- 
ven pushed her pencil back behind her ear and 
sighed exasperatedly. Turning to the crew, she 
announced, “No shoot today, folks. Pll post 
call times for tomorrow on the door.” 

As Roseanne hurried across the room, Joe 
looked over at his brother and Nancy. Frank 
raised his eyebrows at Nancy, then pointed to 
Joe. “Go for it,” Nancy said. 

“You’re on,” Frank said to Joe, indicating 
the departing Roseanne. 

Joe stood up with a smile. “Now, this is the 
kind of assignment I enjoy. Thanks, partners.” 

In an instant he was at the exit, holding the 
door open for the pretty singer. 

“Oh! Thank you again,” Nancy heard her 
say before the two disappeared into the corri- 
dor. 

“Joe’ll fill us in later,” Frank said. “As for 
me, I’m going to head back to my room. I want 
to go over the employee list Ken gave us. 
Breakfast at nine?” he suggested. “That'll give 
us time to get a little work done in the morn- 
ing, too.” 
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Nancy nodded. She couldn’t help admiring 
the fact that until a case was solved, Frank 
never stopped working. That kind of total 
immersion had a way of paying off. 

“Can I walk you to your room?” he asked 
Nancy and her friends. Frank and Joe were 
staying in one wing of the lodge, and Nancy 
and her friends were on the other side. 

“No thanks, Frank,” Nancy answered for all 
of them. ““We’ll be fine.” 

“See you tomorrow, then,” he said, holding 
the door open. 

“Tomorrow,” Nancy agreed, as she watched 
him make his way down the corridor. A famil- 
iar feeling came over her. Seeing too much of 
Frank Hardy always seemed to prove danger- 
ous. 


Joe Hardy walked beside a silent Roseanne 
James. “Can I ask you a personal question?” 
he asked finally. 

“That depends on what you want to know,” 
she answered guardedly. 

“Do you always carry a gun with you?” 

Roseanne looked down at the carpet, and a 
shadow crossed her face. “Here we are. This is 
my room,” she said, fishing through her bag 
for the key to her suite. 

“You haven’t answered my question,” Joe 
said softly. : 

“That’s true,” she said with a sigh. “Do I 
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always carry a gun? The answer is yes. Always. 
Now, good night.” 

Joe didn’t move as she put her key in the 
door, then turned it. “I said good night. And 
thanks for your help.” 

The strain of the past few minutes was 
beginning to show, and Joe couldn’t help feel- 
ing sorry for the pretty singer. Nevertheless, he 
pressed on. 

“You're not telling me the whole truth, are 
you?” He tried to keep his voice soft and 
gentle. 

Roseanne snapped, “I’m not obligated to 
discuss any of this with you.” Then, respond- 
ing to the look of genuine concern on his face, 
she softened. “Well, okay. The truth is, I don’t 
always carry a gun.” 

Her wide-set, deep brown eyes searched his 
intently, as if deciding whether she could trust 
him. He smiled reassuringly, and she contin- 
ued. “I got the gun because I started getting 
threatening fan mail. It scared me. You know, 
some people out there are really crazy,” she 
explained softly. 

“Have you gone to the police about it?” Joe 
asked her, staring hard into her eyes. 

“Oh, no,” Roseanne said, shaking her head. 
“I don’t want to get the police involved. For all 
I know, the letters may be nothing more than 
pranks. But still, I didn’t want to take any — 
chances.” 
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“So you carry a gun? I’m not sure I follow 
your logic, but it’s your decision,” Joe said. 
“Just don’t go dropping it on the floor in front 
of a room full of people again, okay?” He 
added, “Especially when you’ve been joking 
about murder.” 

Roseanne blushed. “That was stupid. I'll be 
careful from now on, I promise.” 

When she smiled at him, Joe felt a warm 
rush go through him. “If you need anything,” 
he said, almost stumbling over the words, “my 
name’s Joe Hardy.” 

“Thank you, Joe. I know who you are. Ken 
filled me in. I might just take you up on it,” she 
replied. “Well, good night. And thanks again.” 

“Good night,” he murmured. 

With another smile and a fluttery wave, she 
let herself into her room. Joe sighed. Roseanne 
James was charming enough to make him 
believe every word she’d said, but his instincts 
told him that she was hiding something. 

Hurrying back to the room he shared with 
Frank, he found his brother getting ready for 
bed. He thought about talking to him but 
decided to let it wait until morning. He’d find 
out what Roseanne James was afraid of soon 
enough. 


Next morning, at a late breakfast, Nancy 
and her friends were seated around a large 
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glass table in the lodge’s elegant Skylight 
Room. 

“Everything hurts!” Bess cried. “And to 
think all I did was go down the bunny slope 
that one time!” 

“I don’t know about you, but I’m definitely 
going to put in a lot of time on the slopes 
today,” George said. “I ran into Ken on my 
way here, and he said he’d let me borrow his 
custom-made skis. We’re about the same 
height, so they should do. I can’t wait!” George 
took a bite of her rich almond croissant. 

Bess turned her eyes away and concentrated 
on her low-calorie cereal. But she couldn’t 
resist saying, ““How come you can eat stuff like 
that and never gain weight?” 

“Exercise,” said George with a sly wink. 

“Here’s Frank,” Nancy interrupted. She 
watched the older Hardy brother thread his 
way over to their table. 

“Morning, everyone,” Frank said, pulling 
out a chair for himself. “‘Joe’s on his way.’ 

“What happened with Roseanne?” Nancy 
asked eagerly. 

“Not much, apparently. But I'll let him tell 
you,” Frank said, helping himself to some 
juice. 

A few minutes later Joe arrived. “So?” Nan- 
cy asked. “Did Roseanne tell you why she was 
carrying a gun?” 
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“For protection. Or so she said,” Joe an- 
swered. “According to her, she’s been getting 
some pretty ugly fan mail lately, and she’s 
scared.” 

“Wow.” Bess shuddered. “The price of 
fame—” 

“I think it’s pretty strange to bring a gun toa 
charity event,” George murmured. 

“Not if you think your life is in danger!” Joe 
said, speaking up in Roseanne’s defense. From 
the ardor in his voice, Nancy could tell he’d 
been more than a little affected by the star. 

“Well, I did a little homework,” Frank said. 
“I managed to narrow down the lists Ken gave 
us to twenty-three people unaccounted for at 
the time the markers were changed.” 

“Only twenty-three, huh?” George said, 
with a wry smile. “It’s a good thing there are 
five of us.” 

“How should we divvy it up?” Bess asked. 

“I think we should concentrate on the peo- 
ple who work outdoors and study them first, if 
possible,” Nancy suggested. “The person who 
changed those markers was a really good 
skier.” 

“That would be ski instructors and some of 
the maintenance crew. I guess we should check 
out the medics, too,” Frank replied. ~ 

“What about the people who work at that 
coffee shop on the top of the mountain?” 
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George threw in. “They may not all be great 
skiers, but they were right up there when the 
markers got changed.” 

“Right. I have their names here. Well, that 
adds five more people to the list,” Frank said. 

“I think I should hang around while they’re 
shooting the video,” Joe said. 

Frank shot his brother a quizzical look but 
nodded in agreement. “Someone ought to, and 
Roseanne trusts you.” 

Nancy pushed her cup of tea away and 
leaned across the table. “Okay, then. Here’s 
the plan. Joe keeps an eye on Roseanne. Bess 
can check out the indoor staff.” Bess smiled 
gratefully. “George, Frank, and I will cover the 
slopes. I think we should ski as much as 
possible. That way, if anybody’s been tamper- 
ing with the runs, we’ll find out about it.” 

“Good thinking, Nancy.” Frank grinned 
warmly at her as he folded his papers and 
returned them to his pocket. ““What do you say 
we wrap up this case by tomorrow?” 

“That would be fantastic. I could use a few 
days at Mount Mirage—on the slopes, in the 
sauna, at the disco,” Nancy said, smiling back. 
There was that feeling again. Frank’s eyes were 
like two magnets that she couldn’t resist! 

“Ahem,” George said, wiping her mouth 
delicately with a linen napkin. “Are we 
ready?” 
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“T’m ready,” Nancy said, grateful that none 
of her friends could tell that her heart was 
beating double time. “Let’s go.” She stood up, 
all business, 

Still, when they walked away from the table, 
she couldn’t help staring at Frank again. He 
was so smart and so competent. Now stop it! 
Nancy chided herself as the group walked 
toward the exit. She had a boyfriend, and 
Frank had a girlfriend, and that was that. 

The crisp mountain air brought Nancy back 
to the case. Whoever was jeopardizing people 
at Mount Mirage had to be stopped. Snapping 
on her skis and gliding over to the lift with the 
others, she took her place across from George. 
The mechanism purred into action, lifting 
them, into the air. 

Looking out at the majestic mountains 
around her, Nancy let her mind drift. There 
was a challenge in that sparkling white world. 
Ken Harrison, who loved this mountain more 
than anything, was being driven off it. Why? 
And by whom? 

““That’s strange,” George said. ‘‘Look at that 
building on the lower slope, behind those trees. 
It really looks out of place, doesn’t it?” 

Nancy looked down. The building George 
was pointing to was an old wooden structure. 
Unlike the rest of the modern compliers: it was 
small, old, and run-down. 
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“It looks like a shed,” Frank said as he ~ 
peered down. “But I suppose we should find 
out exactly what it is. You never know.” 

Good old thorough Frank, Nancy thought. 

When they stepped off the lift, Nancy, 
Frank, and George headed over to the lift 
operator, a young woman wearing a jacket 
with the double M logo of Mount Mirage. 

“Hi,” Nancy said. “We were wondering 
about a building we saw from the lift. About 
halfway down the mountain, under a kind of 
cliff,” she explained. 

“Oh, you must mean Pete Dawson’s house,” 
the operator said as she set the lift back in 
motion. “It was part of the mines that were 
here before the resort was built. Pete’s right 
over there, if you want to talk to him.” The 
operator pointed to a wiry man with scraggly 
reddish blond hair. He was bolting in new trail 
markers. 

“Let’s go,” Frank said, gliding over. Nancy 
and George followed. 

“Pete Dawson?” The man looked at Frank 
suspiciously. “Yeah. That’s me,” he said. 
“You’re the detectives, aren’t you?” 

“That’s us,’ Nancy admitted. Before she 
could continue, Dawson shrugged and turned 
away. 

“Don’t look at me,” he muttered. “I don’t 
know the first thing about it.” 
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“About what?” Nancy asked, puzzled. 

“About the lift being jammed! I wasn’t even 
on duty that morning.” He glared at them, 
then turned and glided over to the next trail 
marker. Obviously, as far as Pete Dawson was 
concerned, the conversation was over. 

“What’s eating him?” Frank murmured. 

“He is irritable, isn’t he?” George remarked 
with a shrug of her shoulders. 

“This is absolutely unacceptable!” The pet- 
ulant voice of someone scolding the lift opera- 
tor stopped Nancy from commenting. She 
spun around to see a middle-aged man tapping 
his ski pole into the snow. A heavy gold chain 
around his wrist glinted in the morning sun. 
“That patch is pure ice! Where’s the snow 
machine? You people are supposed to main- 
tain these slopes!” 

“['m sorry, Mr. Treyford,” the operator 
apologized. 

Treyford. He had to be Jack Treyford, Nancy 
realized, the multimillionaire real estate entre- 
preneur Ken had mentioned. 

Staring at him, she realized why he looked so 
familiar. Treyford’s photo had been in every 
newspaper and magazine lately, publicizing 
his autobiography. His organization was be- 

-hind some enormous construction projects, 
and he owned a chain of super-luxury hotels. 

“If I owned this place, the staff would spread 
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fresh powder out here every morning,” 
Treyford said. “It costs a little more, but it’s 
the only way to run a world-class ski resort!” 

“Well, folks, if you don’t mind,” George 
said, turning to Frank and Nancy, “it’s time 
for me to do a little investigating of my own. 
On Excelsior,” she explained with a grin. 

“Good luck,” Nancy told her. 

“Young lady!” Treyford called, seeing 
George glide to the approach. “I suggest you 
watch out for that ice patch there! It’s about 
two feet wide.” 

George turned and raised an eyebrow. Nan- 
cy knew that a small patch of ice like the one 
he described would never disturb George’s 
skiing, but George acknowledged the warning 
politely. “Thanks, I’ll be careful.” 

“There should be a marker there. Unfortu- 
nately, the man who runs this place doesn’t 
know how to maintain it properly.” Treyford 
stormed off. 

Nancy remembered that Treyford’s hotel 
chain was known for its many luxuries—and 
its high rates. Every other place in the whole 
world must seem like a comedown to him, 
Nancy thought. : 

“Well, guys. Ken’s skis feel great!” George 
called, pushing away from Frank and Nancy 
toward the expert run. “See you on the south 
face!” 


57 


A Nancy Drew & Hardy Boys SuperMystery 

“Okay, George,” Nancy called out. She 
watched her friend move onto the trail, taking 
the first drop with dazzling ease. 

“T love watching her ski,”” Nancy murmured 
to Frank in admiration. 

“I know,” Frank agreed. “She’s really 
good.” 

Suddenly Nancy gasped. Ten feet down the 
slope George made a sharp turn to avoid 
Treyford’s patch of ice. But as she leaned into 
the mountain, one of her skis snapped in two! 

As her friends looked on in horror, George 
tumbled head over heels down the slope, com- 
pletely out of control! 
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ee on!” Nancy shouted. She and Frank 
pushed off after George. A short way down the 
slope, they found part of the broken ski. Frank 
skidded to a stop to pick it up, but Nancy skie 
on to where her friend had fallen. ; 

Nancy found George half buried in a drift of 
soft snow about a quarter of a way down the 
trail. 

“George? George?” She called out her 
friend’s name as she frantically scooped the 
snow off her. 

“‘Nan?” George’s voice was weak, and Nan- 
cy saw that her face was tight with pain. “I 
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think my wrist is broken.” She groaned softly, 
tears slipping from the corners of her eyes. 

“Oh, George.” Nancy helped her friend sit 
up. “Are you sure that’s all? I mean, you’re 
okay otherwise?” 

“I think so. I guess I’m lucky,” George 
murmured with a note of irony in her voice. 

Frank skied up in a whoosh of spray. “Come 
on. We'd better get you to a doctor,” he said. 

“Can you.stand up?” 

With Nancy and Frank supporting her, 
George struggled to her feet. “I can stand, but I 
sure can’t ski,” George said, wincing. 

“Tl get the medics,” Frank offered. “They 
can send a stretcher.” 

“No, no. I can walk back up to the lift,” 
George insisted. “It’s just my wrist. But it 
really does hurt!” Pain was written all over 
George’s face. 

“I never saw skis snap like that,” Frank 
muttered under his breath. “Especially new 
ones)...” 

Nancy read the frown on his face and knew 
what it meant. “I know,” she said. “I don’t like 
it one bit, either.” 

Nancy and Frank helped George back up to 
the top of the trail and into a chair lift. Within 
a few minutes they were sitting in the lodge’s 
infirmary and the resort’s doctor was gently 
examining George’s purple wrist—it hadn’t 
swollen too badly. 
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“We'll put a cast on, and I want you to leave 
it alone for at least ten days, understand?” Dr. 
Mansfield said, his black eyes snapping. “No 
monkey business.” 

“You mean ‘no skiing,’ right?” George 
asked. 

“That’s exactly what I mean, young lady,” 
the doctor replied. “Not that I expect you'll be 
tempted. You couldn’t even hold a ski pole 
with that wrist.” 

“I’ll be good, Doctor.” George looked pretty 
upset. Nancy knew how much she’d looked 
forward to skiing at Mount Mirage. 

“This is a big resort’”—Dr. Mansfield was 
trying to comfort George—‘“‘and there are lots 
of things to do. Now, hold still while I put this 
splint on your arm.” 

The wall phone rang, and Dr. Mansfield 
picked it up. “Infirmary,” he said. His bushy 
gray eyebrows drew together as he listened to 
the person on the other end of the line. 
“Mmmm—TI’ll be right there. Yes—just tell 
her to lie down and not to exert herself.” 

He hung up and turned to George with a 
smile. “The splint is in place, but I’m afraid 
you'll have to wait for the nurse to put the cast 
on. It seems that there’s a guest who’s going 
into labor. Be careful, and come back tomor- 
row to let me know how you're doing.” He 
packed up his black bag and left the room. 

“I think you’re incredibly brave, George. 
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That thing must hurt like crazy,” Nancy said, 
putting a reassuring arm around her friend’s 
shoulder. “Hey! Look who’s here!” 

Frank Hardy poked his head in the doorway 
and looked around. “Did you put that splint 
on yourself, George? Nice work!” he said, 
laughing. 

“Don’t be silly. The doctor was called 
away,” George responded. 

“Isn’t there a nurse?”’ he asked. 

Nancy shrugged. “The doctor said she’d be 
back in a minute.” 

“Could you come with me for a minute, 
Nan? There’s something I want to show you. 
It’s important, or I wouldn’t drag you away 
right now.” From the urgency in Frank’s tone, 
Nancy knew something was definitely up. 

Nancy looked over at her friend. “Will you 
be all right?” 

“Sure, go ahead,” George replied. “I can 
manage. It’s a whole lot easier waiting here 
than being buried alive in a snowbank.” 

““We’ll be right back,” Frank assured her. 

Frank was silent as they went up in the 
elevator. Nancy assumed he didn’t want to 
talk in front of other people. Beyond that, his 
features were unreadable. She wondered what 
was going on. 

Inside his room, Frank locked the door and 
pointed Nancy toward the bed. “Get a load of 
that.” 
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Frank had arranged George’s skis on the 
bed. Nancy examined the place where the right 
ski had snapped in two. “Turn it over,” Frank 
urged her. 

As soon as she did, Nancy immediately saw 
what Frank was getting at. “It’s been partially 
sawed through,” she said. 

“You'll notice that whoever did it was clever 
enough to disguise the work.” He pointed to 
the spot. “Nancy, the way this is going, 
somebody’s going to get killed—” 

“And it looks as if Ken’s the prime target,” 
Nancy finished for him. “These were his skis.” 
Nancy was running her fingers over the break. 
The saboteur had used a miniature jigsaw, she 
concluded from the almost imperceptible saw 
marks. A specialist’s tool. The wire that had 
been used to sabotage the lifts was very spe- 
cial, too. Was there a connection? 

Frank interrupted her thoughts. “There is a 
possibility that someone is out to get George 
and not Ken.” 

Nancy looked up, surprised. “You’re right. I 
hadn’t thought of that. But that doesn’t seem 
likely, does it?” 

“Not as likely as someone getting Ken. But 
we have to cover all possibilities,” Frank said. 

Nancy nodded. “You're right. We can’t rule 
out anything. Meanwhile, what’s our next 
move?” 

“It could take us forever to check out all the 
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employees systematically.” Frank pulled the 
list out of his pocket and held it out with a 
helpless gesture. 

“And we’re racing against the clock now. It 
looks like our saboteur is out to kill.” Nancy 
agreed. 

“Let’s see if we can narrow it down,” Frank 
said. “Any suspects?” 

“I keep thinking about that Pete Dawson,” 
Nancy said. “He seemed like he had a pretty 
hostile attitude. And he’s a handyman, which 
means he’s got access to saws and wires and 
other necessary equipment.” 

“And he’d have to be a good skier to live in 
that house on the slope,” Frank said. ‘““Who 
knows what his motive might be, but he fits the 
bill. But so might a few others on that list,”’ he 
pointed out. 

Nancy bit her lower lip. ““Well, we’ve got to 
start somewhere. What do you say we tail him 
for a while and see what happens?” 

“Okay by me. Why don’t I keep an eye on 
him? You can find Ken and explain what 
happened with his skis. He should know about 
n,” 

“You're right.”’ Nancy felt a flush come over 
her as she realized that as they’d been talking, 
she and Frank had drawn closer and closer 
together. By now, their faces were just inches 
apart. His brown eyes were staring deeply into 
hers. What if... ? 
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Before she could finish her thought, Nancy 
stepped back nervously. ““Well, I guess George 
is waiting for us,” she said, breaking the spell. 

Frank coughed. “Right.” He leaned over to 
pick up the skis, and hid them in the back of 
his closet. “Evidence,” he explained, following 
Nancy to the door. “After you.” 

They stepped out into the hall just as Dr. 
Mansfield came by, scratching his head. 

“Headed back downstairs, Doctor?” Nancy 
asked him. “How’s the baby?” 

The doctor looked at her. “I don’t under- 
stand it,” he muttered. “There was nobody 
there. I’m sure I got the room right—229. I 
asked twice. Now, why would somebody play a 
prank like that?” ; 

Nancy and Frank looked at each other. 
George was in the infirmary—alone! 

“Come on, Doctor!” Nancy shouted, grab- 
bing him by the arm. “We’ve got to get to the 
infirmary, quick!” 

Frank and Nancy took the stairs, instead of 
waiting for the elevator. The bewildered doc- 
tor was at their heels. They rushed down the 
hall and burst into the room. Nancy was 
gasping for breath as she stopped dead in her 
tracks. 

George was lying on the floor—motionless! 
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I THINK SHE’S coming around,” Dr. Mansfield 
murmured a few seconds later, kneeling at 
George’s side, Nancy and Frank next to him. 

“Thank goodness,” Nancy whispered. Her 
friend’s dark lashes began to flutter, and then 
slowly her eyelids flickered and slid back. 

“Hello there, George,” Frank said, sounding 
calm and reassuring. 

“What happened?” George blearily looked 
up at Nancy, trying to focus her eyes. 

“That’s what we want to know,” the doctor 
said. 

“Looks like somebody conked you over the 
head. You'll be all right in a little while.” Frank 


66 


The Last Resort 


put a hand around George’s shoulder and 
helped raise her to a sitting position. 

Nancy watched as Frank and the doctor 
helped George to sit on the examining table. 
“This hasn’t been your day, has it?” she asked 
her friend with a sad smile. Nancy gently 
smoothed the hair back off George’s forehead 
while Dr. Mansfield studied the bump on the 
back of her skull. 

“How did it happen, George?” Frank 
wanted to know. 

George didn’t answer; she only looked con- 
fused. She glanced around the room as if she 
were trying to orient herself. “I remember—I 
was over there, looking out the window, and I 
heard the door open. I thought it was you, 
Doctor. But there was only this guy wearing a 
ski mask. The next thing I knew, I was on the 
floor. And that’s all I remember.” George lay 
back and closed her eyes. 

“It’s my fault. We shouldn’t have left her 
alone,” Frank said, gritting his teeth in frustra- 
tion. 

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Frank,” 
Nancy protested. 

Frank shook his head. “The stakes are get- 
ting too high for us to make any more mis- 
takes.” 

“What do you mean?” George asked 
weakly. 

“T’ll tell you later,” Nancy said, giving her 
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friend’s shoulder a squeeze. “Close your eyes 
and rest now.” 

George took her friend’s advice. Dr. Mans- 
field, who had finished examining the bump 
on George’s head, began plastering her wrist. 

“Frank, this doesn’t make sense. Why would 
anyone be after George?” Nancy asked. “She 
hasn’t got an enemy in the world. And if 
they’re after us because we’re detectives— 
well, we’re the detectives, not her!” 

Frank nodded. “‘As far as we can tell, there’s 
no reason for the saboteur to target George,” 
he concluded. “So if she got hit over the head, 
maybe it was because she was in the wrong 
place at the wrong time.” 

“What do you mean?” Nancy asked, strug- 
gling to understand. 

“Why call the doctor away?” Frank asked. 
He answered his own question. “So someone 
could have access to the infirmary.” 

“Of course!” Nancy cried. “There has to be 
something here that the saboteur wants!” 
Turning to Dr. Mansfield, she said, “Doc- 
tor quick—where do you keep your sup- 
plies?” 

The doctor looked startled. “Most of them 
are in that closet.” He went over and opened a 
large cabinet. “What? Half of my supplies are 
missing!” . 

“What do you keep in that closet?” Frank 
wanted to know. * 
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“Everything—all my supplies and medi- 
cine.? 

“Even poisonous materials?” Frank asked. 
The doctor nodded. 

Frank and Nancy caught each other’s eye. 
“How long would it take you to check your 
inventory and give us a list of what’s missing?” 
Nancy asked the doctor. 

Dr. Mansfield thought for a moment. “A 
couple of hours,” he replied. ‘Maybe less.” 

“Please hurry,” Nancy told him. “It may be 
a matter of life and death. Come on, Frank.” 

Frank was ready. “Where to?” he asked. 

“To see Ken Harrison.” Nancy stopped in 
her tracks. ““Oh, but I can’t leave George.” 

“ll keep an eye on her,” the doctor prom- 
ised. 

“Pll be fine, Nancy,” George said weakly. 
“Don’t let me hold you back, please.” 

“Well, if you’re sure,” Nancy said, giving her 
friend’s good hand a squeeze. ““We’re going to 
need you later.” 

Nancy followed Frank out of the infirmary 
and toward the main lobby. 

“Should we try his office first?” Nancy 
asked. 

“Good idea.” Frank nodded and steered 
them both in the direction of the lounge. 

“J just hope Joe and Bess are making head- 
way, too,” Nancy said as she knocked on Ken 
Harrison’s office door. ; 


69 


A Nancy Drew & Hardy Boys SuperMystery 


Frank grinned at her. “Knowing Joe, he’s 
probably doing just fine.” 

“Come in,” Ken’s voice called out from 
behind the thick oak door. 

Nancy turned the knob and pushed the door 
open. Ken was on the phone but quickly hung 
up when he saw who it was. 

“What can I do for you?” he asked. 

Frank explained what had happened to 
George’s skis on the slopes and how someone 
had broken into the infirmary. When he told 
Ken their theory that someone may have been 
looking for poison, Ken looked shocked. 

“Ken, think hard,” Nancy implored. “Is 
there someone who’d like to see you dead?” 

Ken leaned back in his chair and shook his 
head nervously. 

“Anyone from the past? Anyone you ever 
fired?” Frank stopped his pacing to ask. 

“If anyone pops into your head, say it,” 
Nancy recommended. ‘‘We can always discard 
candidates if they’re innocent.” 

Ken let out a sigh. “If there is someone who 
wants to kill me, I honestly don’t know who it 
could be,” he told them, throwing up his 
hands. 

Nancy let out a sigh of her own. The situa- 
tion on Mount Mirage was going from bad to 
worse, and they weren’t even close to solving 
it. And that night half the guests were going to 
be at the big party in honor of the videotaping 
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of “High Life.” What better time to hurt Ken 
or the resort or both? 

“Okay. Let me suggest something to you.” 
Frank flopped down in one of Ken’s over- 
stuffed leather chairs. ““What about Pete Daw- 
son? How well do you know him?” 

Ken looked over at Frank in surprise. “Pete? 
Why, he’s been here his whole life! His dad 
worked for me when we were first setting up 
the place.” 

“Have you ever had any problems with 
him?” Nancy asked gently. 

“Problems with Pete? Well, not—not exact- 
ly,” Ken said hesitantly. “He’s always been— 
well, strange, but nothing I could put my finger 
on.” 

Nancy’s and Frank’s eyes met. “What do 
you know about him, Ken?” Nancy asked. 

“Let’s see. He lives up in his father’s old 
cabin on the slopes,” Ken told her. “His dad 
was a miner before there were any skiers 
around here, and he worked out of that shack. 
When I opened the resort, I offered Pete a new 
apartment down the hill, near the rest of the 
staff, but he said no. I guess he’s attached to 
the place.” 

“Are there still mines up there?” Frank 
asked. 

“Not exactly. There was some gold mining a 
few miles from here back at the beginning of 
the century. And there’s an old legend about 
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gold in the area. But Pete’s dad and the other 
dreamers who staked their claims around here 
never got rich on the gold from this moun- 
tain.” He smiled. “That’s why it’s called 
Mount Mirage.” 

“What was Pete’s father like?” Nancy asked. 

“He was a crazy old coot,” Ken answered 
with a laugh. “Young Pete is still looking for 
gold, but he’s more sophisticated about his 
search. I hear he has a regular little lab in his 
house.” 

Pete Dawson had a lot of interesting talents, 
ie thought. “I’ll bet he’s a pretty fair skier, 

” Frank suggested, as if reading her mind. 

Oh, he’s good, all right,” Ken answered 
with a smile. ““He’d give anyone a run for his 
money.” 

Frank shifted in his chair. “Ken, we’re going 
to be watching Pete, if you don’t mind.” 

Ken sighed heavily and leaned back in his 
chair. “Do what you have to, but I can’t 
believe Pete’s the man. He’s not the most 
_ emotionally stable person I know, but he’s 
harmless. I can’t imagine him wanting to hurt 
me or the resort. Frankly, what I’m concerned 
about is tonight. You’re going to be there, 
aren’t you?” 

“We'll all be there,” Frank told him. 

“Remember, Archer Lampley doesn’t know 
a thing about the problems we’ve been having 
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here,” Ken emphasized. “If he knew, he’d take 
the entire ‘High Life’ cast and crew and fly 
them out of here, and that would be disastrous 
for Mount Mirage.” 

“No problem. He doesn’t have to know a 
thing about us,” Nancy answered him. 

Before Nancy could continue, the door flew 
open and Raven Maxwell blew into the room. 
Without acknowledging Nancy or Frank, she 
went up to Ken. “Listen, I need to go over this 
schedule with you right away!” 

In less than.a minute she had talked him 
through the entire shooting schedule for the 
rest of the day and evening. Ski footage was 
almost done shooting, then the crew would set 
up to film the toasts for a documentary based 
on the making of the video. Charity donors 
mingling with the stars, that sort of thing. 

“So you know where we’re going to be 
shooting. Is there anything going on I should 
know about?” She leaned her clipboard 
against her hip. 

Ken hesitated for a moment and looked 
away from Nancy and Frank. “No, there’s 
nothing,” he said, smiling weakly. 

“Good. Well, then, I'll see you later.” In 
another instant she was gone. 

“Whew! She’s a whirlwind.” Frank’s eyes 
were wide. Raven Maxwell certainly made an 
impression wherever she went. 
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Nancy wondered to herself why Ken hadn’t 
told Raven the latest incidents. Maybe he was 
worried the news would get back to Lampley. 

“Let’s see if there’s anyone else we should be 
keeping an eye on,” Frank said, riffling through 
his employee lists. One of the pages slipped out 
of his hand and fell under Ken’s desk. 

Frank bent down to retrieve it, but when he 
stood up again, he wasn’t holding the paper. 
Instead he was clutching a small metal object. 
He held it up for Nancy to see. 

“Look familiar, Detective Drew?” Frank 
asked. 

Nancy knew what it was at once. 

Ken looked at them quizzically. 

“It’s an electronic bug,” Nancy explained. 
“Someone’s been spying on you, Ken!” 
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ae PALE EYES widened in astonishment. 
“A bug,” he mumbled. “Wow!” 

““A very sophisticated one, too,” Nancy 
threw in. “I’ve seen equipment like this before. 
It’s very expensive.” 

Frank pocketed the bug. “I'll get rid of this 
later,” he said. ““Whoever is spying on you will 
know you’re on to him, but we don’t have 
much of a choice.” 

Ken was shaking his head. “I can’t believe 
this is happening to me. I have such a bad 
feeling about tonight,” he muttered. 

“Try not to worry, Ken,” Nancy told him. 
“We're going to get to the bottom of this.” 
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“T hope so,” said Ken as Nancy and Frank 
headed out the door. 

“Count on it,” Frank told him, with a smile 
that made Ken’s eyes brighten a little. Outside 
in the lounge, Frank turned to Nancy. “Well, 
what do you think?” 

“I don’t know. I’m starting to think it’s 
more complicated than simple sabotage.” 

Frank asked, “Why?” 

Nancy frowned. “That electronic bug shows 
a degree of sophistication that goes far beyond 
sabotage.” 

“I see—” Frank broke off when he saw a 
familiar figure heading their way. “Jack 
Treyford at two o’clock,” he muttered under 
his breath. 

“Hello!” Treyford called to Nancy. “Didn’t 
I see you on the slopes earlier today?” 

“Yes, you did. Hello, Mr. Treyford,” Nancy 
replied. 

“You are?” the developer asked. 

“Nancy. Nancy Drew. And this is my friend, 
Frank Hardy.” 

“Hello,” the developer said affably. He 
looked handsome in his crisp formal wear, 
with a red plaid cummerbund. On his arm was 
a beautiful, dark-haired woman who was look- 
ing up at him adoringly. 

Treyford continued, “Allow me to introduce 
my fiancée, Inez Ibarra. Inez, Nancy Drew and 
Frank Hardy.” 
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“Pleased to meet you,” Inez Ibarra said in a 
sultry voice. Then she turned back to Treyford 
with a puppy-dog look. 

“Hi,” Nancy murmured. Inez Ibarra, of 
course! She’d seen that face on the covers of 
dozens of magazines. Inez Ibarra was one of 
the world’s top models. 

“Actually, I was wondering about your 
friend,” Treyford continued. “The dark-haired 
young lady? I was there when she took that fall. 
Is she all right?” 

“She broke her wrist, but she’ll be okay,” 
Nancy answered. 

“Thank goodness,” said Treyford with a 
smile. “Well, I’m off to Ken Harrison’s office 
before we have our cocktail hour. Our heated 
sidewalk is completely frozen, and I want to 
tell him about it personally.” 

Hmmm, thought Nancy. Here’s a chance to 
see exactly what Treyford’s connection is to 
Harrison. 

She remembered Ken telling them that 
Treyford owned a condo at Mount Mirage. But 
that didn’t give him the right to constantly 
criticize Ken. 

““What a coincidence!” she said impulsively, 
taking Frank’s arm. “We were just on our way 
there ourselves.” 

“Really?” Treyford looked perplexed. 
“You’re headed the wrong way.” 

“Oh?” Nancy scrambled for an explanation. 
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“Oh, right! This place is so immense, I just get 
lost. Right, Frank?” 

Frank gave her a strange look. “Right, Nan- 
cy,” he said with a crooked smile. 

Treyford looked dubious, but he didn’t press 
it. The two couples walked back to Ken’s office 
together. Ken was still there, seated behind his 
desk. When he saw Frank and Nancy, he 
looked surprised but didn’t say anything. 

“Hello, Ken,” Treyford said, with an edge in 
his voice. “I thought you might like to know 
that our heated sidewalk is not functioning 
properly. Inez almost tripped on the way to the 
lodge.” 

Nancy looked down at the model’s sleek 
high heels and suppressed a smile. 

“And as long as we’re chatting, there is also 
the matter of the snack bar. Are you aware that 
paper napkins have been substituted for cloth 
ones this week?” 

Treyford’s eyes were full of contempt. “I 
mention these things because, as you know, I 
also manage properties. When a property car- 
ries the Treyford name, however, every detail 
is seen to. If I can’t afford the best, I’d rather 
not be in business. That’s an attitude you 
should explore.” 

Ken let the insult pass. “I’ll see about the 
heated sidewalks,” he told the developer calm- 
ly, but Nancy heard the anger in his voice. 

“This certainly isn’t a Treyford property,” 
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the developer added, making his way to the 
door. 

“It certainly isn’t,” Ken called after him. 
“And it never will be! No matter how much 
you offer me for it!” 

“We'll see! See you at the toast tonight!” 
Treyford said, almost cheerfully. “Come, 
Inez.” 

Without a word, the model obediently fol- 
lowed Treyford out the door. 

Aha, Nancy thought, exchanging a look with 
Frank. That explained why Treyford bothered 
to get so involved with the management of 
Mount Mirage. It was simply a personal inter- 
est. 

When they were gone, Nancy looked at Ken. 
“I didn’t know he’d offered to buy this place 
from you,” she said. 

“Oh, yes,” Ken replied distractedly. “He’s 
been hounding me for nearly two years now. 
He’s really persistent, too. I’ve had other of- 
fers, but his is still far and away the highest. 
But I’m not Treyford, and I’m not selling, to 
him or anybody. I love this place.” 

Nancy couldn’t help noticing the calm deter- 
mination in Ken’s voice. Now she understood 
why he’d asked both Nancy and the Hardys to 
stop the sabotage campaign. To Treyford, 
Mount Mirage would be a business. To Ken 
Harrison, it was his life. 


* * * 
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“I just can’t believe it! He kissed me!” Bess 
was wildly excited. She was breathless, and her 
eyes had about a million stars in them. “Brad 
MacDougal actually kissed me!” 

“Take it easy, Bess.” George laughed, lying 
in bed with her right arm in a sling. “I’m’sure 
Brad MacDougal’s kissed lots of girls before. 
He'll probably kiss a lot more in the future, 
too.” 

“Tl never wash this cheek again!” Bess said, 
ignoring her cousin’s practical remark. 
“Thank you, universe, my life’s dream has 
been fulfilled!” 

“Until tomorrow anyway,” Nancy teased, 
with a wink at George. 

“So what else happened? Let’s hear the juicy 
details,” George put in. “Did you guys talk to 
each other at all? You said you were together 
for forty-five whole minutes.” 

“Sure we talked. I learned all about his life 
before he became a star. And—oh, I forgot to 
tell you about the Archer Lampley thing!” Bess 
said, reminding herself. 

Nancy looked up, her interest piqued. 
“What about Archer Lampley?” she asked. 

“Brad had another fight with him!” Bess 
said. “A really intense one, too. I thought 

‘someone was going to get hurt, namely Mr. 
Lampley. Brad is incredibly strong. You 
should check out his muscles, they’re like 
steel.” 
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“Pll pass on the muscles. What happened?” 
George wanted to know. 

“Well, Mr. Lampley came by and asked 
Brad if he was going to apologize for last night, 
and Brad just exploded! It was really weird. In 
one second he went from being this sweet, 
sweet guy to an absolute madman. He grabbed 
Mr. Lampley by the lapels and shouted into his 
face that he was going to kill him! Then he let 
go of him, and after Mr. Lampley left the 
room, he was sweet, gentle Brad again. It was 
unbelievable.” 

Nancy looked at George, then at Bess. 
“Maybe you ought to give it a rest where 
Brad’s concerned, Bess,”’ she warned. “He 
seems a little unstable to me.” 

“Me, too,” George agreed. 

“You guys,” Bess complained, a hurt look 
on her face. “I thought you trusted my judg- 
ment.” 

There was a knock on the door, and Frank 
Hardy poked his head in. “We’re meeting at 
seven o’clock, right?” he asked. “In our 
room?” 4 

“Right,” Nancy nodded. “We'll be there.” 

“Good. Oh, by the way”—Frank looked 
a little concerned—‘“has anybody seen 
Joe?” 


Joe was with Roseanne James, sitting across 
from her in the nearly empty Skytop restau- 
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rant. In front of them were half-empty cups of 
hot chocolate. 

“Ken was in love with my mother, you 
know. She loved him, too, I’ve been told. I was 
just a year old when they met, but I heard all 
about it.” The singer’s lovely eyes filled with 
tears. 

“After that, Archer Lampley signed her up 
for a national tour. She had to do two and 
three concerts a day, all over the country. After 
three years of that, she couldn’t take it,” 
Roseanne said, her voice growing soft. “Arch- 
er as good as killed her.” 

Roseanne’s eyes took on an angry glow. “I 
think he’s evil. I heard he used to barge into 
her dressing room and ridicule her singing. He 
told her it was a good thing the public were 
fools.” 

Joe drank in everything Roseanne was tell- 
ing him, the whole story that had ended in her 
mother’s tragic suicide. 

“But, Roseanne”—Joe leaned across the 
table with a questioning look—‘tif you found 
out all that, what made you sign with Archer 
Lampley?” 

Roseanne’s response was a heavy sigh. She 
bit her lip before answering. “I was young, Joe. 
I didn’t think I had a chance with anyone else. 
And he was right there, telling me all the great 
things he was going to do for me... .” 


82 


The Last Resort 


Roseanne’s voice trailed off and a weak smile 
passed over her lips. “I guess I was crazy.” 

Joe reached across the table and took her 
hand. “Thanks for listening to all this,” she 
told him, brushing away a tear. “Now you 
know everything.” 

Joe Hardy stared into her eyes, wishing he 
could erase every hurt she’d ever had. He felt 
incredibly tender toward this beautiful girl. 

“Well, not everything,” Roseanne added 
with a small smile. “There’s just one more 
thing. But if I tell you, you’ve got to promise 
you won’t hate me.” 

“I won’t hate you, Roseanne,” Joe mur- 
mured. “I won’t ever hate you, I promise.” 

“Thank you.” She squeezed his hand. 
“What I told you about death threats—it isn’t 
true.” 

Joe’s breath stuck in his throat. He’d sensed 
she had been lying to him the night before. 
Now he knew he had been right. 

“I didn’t bring that gun here to protect 
myself.” Roseanne was crying now, her voice 
catching, tears rolling down her cheeks. “I 
brought it...so I could kill Archer Lamp- 
ley.” 

She burst into great sobs now, her shoulders 
heaving. She tried to speak, but she couldn’t go 
on. 

“It’s okay, it’s okay,”’ Joe whispered. But of 
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course it wasn’t okay. It wasn’t okay at all, and 
they both knew it. 

“Joe,” she finally managed to whisper. “I 

hate him. I hate him so bad—and I can’t take 
it anymore!” Again her sobs overcame her. 
_ “Roseanne,” he said levelly, staring into her 
eyes. ““Give me the gun. I'll take it straight to 
the hotel safe and lock it up, and that will be 
the end of it.” 

“J promised myself I would stop him,” 
Roseanne whispered. “I promised myself I’d 
destroy him.” 

Joe looked at Roseanne closely. He just 
didn’t believe she could be a murderer. It 
wasn’t possible. 

“Give me the gun, Roseanne,” he repeated 
finally. “It’s not a crime to hate somebody, 
especially a creep like Lampley. But guns and 
hatred are a bad combination. Don’t ruin your 
life with one bad mistake.” 

Roseanne wiped a tear from her eye. She 
seemed to be considering Joe’s advice careful- 
ly. “All right,” she said, sighing deeply. Then 
she sat still for a long moment. Finally, releas- 
ing his hand, she reached for her purse under 
the chair. 

Joe watched as Roseanne searched her 
purse. A moment later she looked up at him, 
alarmed. 

“Joe!” she cried. “My gun— it’s gone!” 
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I THINK I like it, Bess,”” George said with a 
laugh as she looked at her cousin’s curls. “I 
mean, it sure is different.” 

‘What do you think, Nancy?” Bess asked, as 
Nancy walked in from the bathroom, a make- 
up bag in her hand. 

A broad streak of Bess’s blond hair was dyed 
hot pink. : 

“Well, it’s . . . different,” a surprised Nancy 
ventured. 

“You both hate it, I can just tell.” Bess bit 
her lip and pouted. “Well, at least it’Il wash out 
after ten shampoos.” 

“We didn’t say we hated it, Bess,” Nancy 
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pointed out. “I just said it’s different. It’s kind 
of fun, too.” 

“Yes, but will Brad like it? Or is it too loud? 
Oh, I hope I didn’t make a big mistake,” Bess 
moaned. - 

Nancy looked over at her pretty friend and 
shook her head. In her off-the-shoulder hot 
pink dress, Bess looked fabulous. 

“I don’t think Brad’ll be shocked,” Nancy 
threw in. ““He seems to have seen it all, if you 
ask me.” 

Suddenly sensitive, Bess glared at Nancy in 
the mirror and started spritzing herself furi- 
ously with cologne. “Well, I didn’t ask you 
about Brad,” she huffed. “I just wanted to 
know what you thought of my hair!” 

“Don’t worry, Bess. He’ll love it, if he 
notices it, that is,” George called out from 
inside the closet, where she was choosing her 
outfit for the celebrity toast. “By the way, 
when’s the wedding going to be?” 

Bess rolled her eyes in annoyance. “You 
guys,” she complained. “Will you please give 
me a break?” She fluffed the bold yellow 
feathers dangling in her ears. “I think it 
works,” she decided, regarding her image in 
the mirror. 

“Need help zipping up, George?” Nancy 
asked, after she had slipped into a teal silk 
dress and black patent pumps. 

“Actually, I do,” George answered, emerg- 
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ing from the closet with her rose woolen dress 
covering her head and shoulders. Nancy 
tugged the dress down over George’s silky slip 
and reached for the zipper. 

“I think Brad is extremely sweet,” Bess 
asserted. “And I think you’re both jealous 
because I spent so much time with him.” 

George and Nancy exchanged a startled 
look. Bess was a wonderful girl, but she could 
go off the deep end. 

“Bess, you don’t have to be defensive,” 
Nancy offered as gently as she could. 

“I notice you’re spending a lot of time with 
Frank Hardy, Nan. And I also notice you 
haven’t mentioned Ned once since we got to 
Mount Mirage.” The words hit Nancy like a 
brick. 

“I’m only spending time with Frank because 
we’re working together, Bess!” Nancy de- 
clared. 

“Now who’s defensive, Nancy? Come on, 
tell me you’re not enjoying it. I can see the way 
you two look at each other,” Bess said. 

The way George waited for a response made 
Nancy feel sure that she silently agreed with 
her cousin’s observations. 

“Well, I—I do like Frank—” Nancy sput- 
tered, wishing she were able to stop her face 
from turning red. “I’m not going to deny 
that—” 

Before she could finish, Bess walked over to 
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her and threw her arms around Nancy’s shoul- 
ders. “I’m sorry, Nan. It was awful of me to say 
that. I know how you feel about Ned—really I 
do.” 

Bess’s embrace was comforting, but it didn’t 
wipe away her words. If her friends could see 
something happening between her and Frank, 
could she trust her own feelings? 

“I’m ready, how do I look?” George asked, 
trying to change the subject. Despite the sling, 
George looked terrific. 

“I’m ready, too,” Nancy said, leaning to- 
ward the mirror to check her makeup. No 
matter what problems were bothering her per- 
sonally, she needed to concentrate on busi- 
ness. Her feelings for Frank could really mess 
up her concentration. And she wasn’t about to 
let that happen. Not tonight. Not ever. 


“T’m in heaven!’ Frank beamed when he 
opened the door of his room. “Hey, Joe. Check 
out the three lovely ladies who just knocked on 
our door.” 

“Cut it out, Frank,” Nancy murmured with 
a sheepish grin as she stepped into the Hardys’ 
room. Still, it was fun to dress up and turn a 
few heads now and then. 

“Hey, Bess! Some hair!” Joe exclaimed 
when he noticed the pink streak. “It’s differ- 
ent, but it definitely makes it.” 
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“You could be on a poster in a music store,” 


Frank agreed. “The whole outfit is great!” 

Bess shot a triumphant look at her friends 
and glanced at her image in the Hardys’ mirror 
again. “Thanks, guys.’ 

“So,” Frank continued in a back-to-business 
voice. “Jack Treyford offered to buy Mount 
Mirage. Do you think that means anything?” 
He cast a glance around the room. 

“It could be an ordinary business proposi- 
tion,” said George. “Treyford and his firm 
must buy dozens of businesses every year.” 

“I suppose so,” Nancy agreed. “In any case, 
it’s something to keep in mind.” 

“J have news,” Joe announced. 

Nancy turned to him. Outwardly, Joe looked 
like his fun-loving old self, but od 
behind his eyes was troubled. 

“First of all, Roseanne told me she came 
here to kill Archer Lampley—” he began. 

“I don’t believe it!” Bess interrupted. 
“Roseanne James is going to murder some- 
one?” 

“Well, Bess, not quite,” Joe said slowly. 
“She said she wanted to. She hates Lampley, 
and she talked herself into getting a gun to do 
it. But Roseanne couldn’t hurt a fly. I con- 
vinced her to put the pistol in the lodge safe. 
But when she went to give me the gun, it was 
gone.” 
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“This is getting stranger and stranger.” Nan- 
cy exhaled deeply. 

“It is weird,” George offered. “There’s the 
sabotage—the trail markers, the snapped ski, 
and the things Ken told us about. But then 
there’s all this other stuff: Roseanne threaten- 
ing Archer; Ken and Treyford; Brad threaten- 
ing Archer. From what you told me, Nancy, I 
get the feeling there’s not a lot of love lost 
between those last two.” 

“Well, Brad MacDougal is not a killer, if 
that’s what you think, George!” Bess put in 
hotly. “He just has an artistic temperament!” 

“Roseanne isn’t a killer, either.” Joe 
sounded a lot more in control, but his meaning 
was the same. S 

“Well, maybe we’ll know more after I tail 
Pete Dawson tonight,” Frank said. His eyes 
met Nancy’s for a moment. 

“TI guess we should get started,” Nancy said 
as she scooped up her black satin evening bag. 
“Bess, try to find out as much about Brad as 
you can. And, George, why don’t you stay 
close to Raven Maxwell, okay? She always 
seems to be in the center of the action.” 

“Okay, Nan,” George said with a nod. “But 
I have to tell you, I’ve about had my fill of 
action.” 

There was no need to mention Joe’s position 
at Roseanne’s side. Joe had elected himself to 
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that job from the moment he’d laid eyes on the 
beautiful singer. 

“Okay,” Frank said. “I think we all know 
what we have to do. Everybody keeps his or 
her man—or woman, as the case may be—out 
of trouble for the evening. Let’s go.” 

The group threaded out of the Hardys’ door 
into the hotel corridor. Joe, Bess, and George 
fell in step together, with Frank and Nancy 
behind. 

“You look a little upscale to be tailing a 
maintenance man, Frank,” Nancy observed 
with a grin. 

“In case I get back in time for the toast, I 
want to be ready,”’ Frank explained. 

“True.” Nancy nodded. “‘There’s Pete now.” 
She had seen him the moment they rounded a 
corner. He was talking to Ken Harrison. 

“If I do, it’s for a good cause. But I’m sure 
glad I decided to wear boots tonight.” 

Surprised, Nancy looked down at Frank’s 
feet. She hadn’t noticed his thick snowboots 
before. “Good thinking,” she commented ap- 
preciatively. 

Nancy and Frank approached Pete Dawson 
and Ken, who were standing by the window, 
deep in conversation. “Good luck, Frank,” 
Nancy whispered. 

“Okay, okay. I said I'll do it,” Pete was 
grumbling. Then, with a quick glance in the 
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direction of Frank and Nancy, Dawson 
stormed away. Frank casually moved off after 
him. 

“Nancy! George! Bess! You look lovely. And 
hello, Joe.” Although he was tense, Ken was 
trying to appear calm. “How do we stand?” he 
asked under his breath, waving to guests as 
they passed on their way into the lounge. 

“All four of us are covering the lounge,” Joe 
told him. “Frank’s on Dawson tonight.” 

Ken nodded. “Good, good,” he said. “Shall 
we go in?” 

They followed him into the lounge. The 
spacious room was arranged for the occasion, 
with round tables grouped toward the center 
and a dais at one end for the VIPs. Cameras 
were on raised platforms on either side of the 
room. 

Nancy noticed that most of the tables were 
already full. Aside from people she assumed 
must be contributors, she recognized the pop- 
music personalities who had volunteered for 
the backup chorus of “Living the High Life 
For Love,” as well as executives of World 
Children’s Charities—about a hundred people 
in all, Nancy estimated. 

Ken Harrison was just sitting down at the 
center of the dais. Archer Lampley was on his 
right. Lampley and Ken smiled at each other 
and began to chat. Raven Maxwell was whiz- 
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zing around the room, tossing out instructions 
as she went. 

On the other side of Ken sat Brad 
MacDougal, surveying the scene with an 
amused smile. When the teenagers walked in, 
Brad stood up and blew Bess a kiss. 

“You see? He really likes me!’’ Bess whis- 
pered to George. She blew him a kiss back. 

Jack Treyford was sitting next to Brad, with 
Inez Ibarra on his left. Treyford was waving to 
acquaintances in the crowd and seemed to 
be genuinely enjoying himself. Inez had a 
plastered-on smile in place, as though she were 
there to be looked at. It comes from being a 
model, Nancy thought. 

To the right of Archer Lampley sat Roseanne 
James, looking white as a sheet. Archer whis- 
pered in her ear occasionally, which made her 
cringe. 

Joe and the others found their table and 
seated themselves. Every time Lampley leaned 
close to Roseanne or gave her hand a squeeze, 
Joe started to steam. Fortunately, he was keep- 
ing a lid on his emotions. 

But as far as Nancy was concerned, there 
was no doubt about it—Joe Hardy had it bad 
for Roseanne James. 

A portly middle-aged man was seated next 
to Roseanne. He held some three-by-five index 
cards in one hand, and he was studying them. 
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On his right, looking thrilled to be there, was 
Chester L. Peabody, the inventor—lottery mil- 
lionaire. His wife, seated next to him, seemed 
equally pleased. 

“What did Chester Peabody do to get him- 
self seated up there?” Nancy asked out loud. 

“He’s donating a million dollars to the 
cause.”” Raven Maxwell’s voice made Nancy 
jump a little. The woman always seemed to be 
there with the answers. 

“Wow! A million dollars!” Bess’s mouth had 
dropped open. “Is he the biggest contributor?” 

“Not by half,” Raven said, rolling her eyes. 
“Treyford’s donating two million. He’s always 
got to be the biggest and best at everything.” 

The portly man stood up and faced the 
crowd. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he began as 
the cameras rolled on either side of him. “I’m 
Harold Morston of World Children’s Chari- 
ties. Tonight our organization will celebrate its 
finest hour. All of what we’re doing here this 
week—the great music, the videotaping, the 
skiing, the sports exhibitions, the celebrations 
— it’s all for one purpose. To help kids!” Here 
he was interrupted by a heartfelt round of 
applause. 

“Most of you have already signed over your 
checks,” he went on. “But two of our biggest 
contributors are about to fork it over right here 
and now, as it were—” Laughter interrupted 
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him. “Let’s begin with Mr. Chester L. Pea- 
body.” 

’ The crowd applauded. Chester got up and 
raised his glass. “The greatest gift is to be able 
to give,” he said. “I am a very lucky man, and 
I’m glad that Worldwide Children’s Charities 
exists, so I can spread some of that luck 
around.” Chester signed his check to enthusi- 
astic applause. 

Jack Treyford was next. Thanking Chester, 
he promptly upped his contribution to an 
astonishing three million! The crowd gasped, 
then gave him a standing ovation. 

Beaming, Harold Morston spoke again. 
“Thank you! Thank you both, and thank you 
all! Now, I’d like to turn the mike over to Mr. 
Archer Lampley, the producer of the music 
and the video that will benefit so many chil- 
dren in so many ways.” 

Archer Lampley rose to his feet and met the 
applause of the assembly with a modest bow. 
Nancy noticed that everyone, even Ken and 
Roseanne, seemed more relaxed as they got 
caught up in the event around them. 

“Thank you so much,” Lampley told the 
crowd. “But I’m afraid an even bigger hand 
should go to two of America’s brightest stars— 
Mr. Brad MacDougal and the lovely and tal- 
ented Ms. Roseanne James.” ‘ 

The applause grew as Roseanne and Brad 
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got up and waved to the crowd. Bess and Joe 
both stood up, applauding. George and Nancy, 
looking at each other and smiling, got up, too. 
Soon the whole room was standing again. 

Roseanne and Brad walked into a spotlight, 
the room lights dimmed, and as music came 
from hidden speakers, they began singing: 


“T’ve been around the world, 

I’ve seen it all, 

I’ve tasted fine champagne 

I’ve partied in Nepal, 

But it’s not fame and fortune 

That I’m fondest of, no, 

I’m livin’ the high life for love . . .” 


_ When the song was finished, the excited 
crowd rose to its feet and cheered. Archer 
Lampley calmed them down, then took his 
glass and raised it. “Ladies and gentlemen, I 
drink this toast to you! To all of you who have 
made this possible.” He downed his glass of 
champagne, and the guests downed theirs. 

Everyone waited for Lampley to say some- 
thing more, but he just stood there, with a 
surprised look on his face. The look soon 
became a grimace, then his face turned red and 
then an unnatural shade of blue. 

Archer Lampley dropped his champagne 
glass to the floor, where it shattered into a 
thousand pieces. Then, with a horrible chok- 
ing sound, he slumped to the floor! 
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As LAMPLEY’S BODY hit the floor, a shocked 
murmur ran through the room. Joe Hardy 
leapt up, shoved his way over to the collapsed 
promoter and manager, and waved everyone 
off. “Make room! Give him air!” he shouted. 

Lampley was gasping for breath and was in 
obvious pain. His eyes seemed to be searching 
for something, struggling to see clearly. They 
focused and, for one incredible moment, 
opened wide. With a groan, Lampley lifted his 
hand and pointed his finger at Roseanne 
James. Then he fell back to the floor. 

“It can’t be!” Roseanne sounded on the edge 
of total hysteria. ““No!” she cried. 
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Joe put his fingers on Lampley’s neck, feel- 
ing for a pulse. From the look in Joe’s eyes, he 
didn’t find one. Nancy watched as Joe shook 
his head sadly. 

From her place near the stage, Roseanne 

James watched in horror, then let out a terri- 
fied scream. The crowd erupted into a frenzy. 
Suddenly all the tables were buzzing with 
animated conversation, and everyone was try- 
ing to get a better view of the dais. 
- Horrified, Nancy looked at the people 
around her. She saw Raven Maxwell standing 
off from the crowd, next to a cameraman. The 
woman looked absolutely stunned. 

Brad MacDougal stood over Archer’s lifeless 
body, looking lost, confused, and frightened. 

Joe finally stood up. “I’m not getting any 
pulse,” he said quietly. 

Jack Treyford stepped away from the dais 
with his arm around Inez. Nancy thought he 
had a strange, almost disappointed look on his 
face. 

Ken Harrison, on the other hand, was clear- 
ly devastated. People were crowded around 
him, asking questions, to which Ken could 
give only the most perfunctory answers. Poor 
Ken, Nancy thought. He’d seen this coming— 
or something like it—and he’d been powerless 
to stop it. 

“Did somebody call a doctor?” a voice said 
at the door, and Dr. Mansfield came bustling 
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in. Nancy went over and led him to where 
Lampley had fallen. “Tell me what happened,” 
the doctor said. 

“He had just drunk a champagne toast,” 
Nancy told him. “Then he went into a kind of 
spasm, and his face turned blue. After about 
ten seconds, he fell. Joe checked his pulse, 
but—” 

“Thank you,” said Dr. Mansfield, bending 
down to attend to Lampley’s body. “Sounds 
like a heart attack to me.” 

‘“‘A heart attack?” Nancy asked. “Are you 
sure?” Her instincts told her that things were 
too strange at Mount Mirage for Lampley’s 
death to be from natural causes. 

Before the doctor could answer, Chester L. 
Peabody tapped him on the shoulder. The 
little man looked intensely worried. 

“I’m afraid that was no heart attack,” Pea- 
body said softly. 

Dr. Mansfield stood up. ““Who are you?”’ he 
asked, frowning. 

“The name’s Peabody. I know a bit about 
chemicals, and I have to tell you that when Mr. 
Lampley collapsed, there was the smell of 
almonds in the air.” 

Almonds! Nancy gasped. She knew that the 
deadly poison cyanide gave off that distinctive 
odor. Lampley must have been poisoned! 

“Are you saying this man was murdered?” 
Dr. Mansfield demanded. 
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At the mention of the word murder, a buzz 
passed through the room again. Ken Harrison, 
whose face had gone white momentarily, 
quickly recovered his composure and took 
control of the situation. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, please remain 
calm,” he said, holding up his hands for si- 
lence. ““We’ll call the police, and I’m sure 
they'll be able to sort things out. Until then, if 
you would all be so kind as to stay at your 
tables. Please, let me emphasize, there is no 
danger to any of you.” 

As the guests began returning to their tables, 
Nancy walked over to Bess, who was standing 
with Brad MacDougal. Brad looked pale and 
shaken. “Poor Archer,” he murmured. “I just 
can’t believe it.” 

Ironic, thought Nancy as she left Bess to 
comfort Brad. Death had managed to cure all 
Brad’s negative feelings for his manager. Or 
was Brad just putting on an act? 

Crossing the room, Nancy heard Chester 
Peabody speaking with his wife. ““Cyanide’s 
everywhere, Pearl!” he was insisting. “You 
can’t go and outlaw cyanide just because some 
people use it for murder!” 

“Mr. Peabody,” said Nancy, moving over to 
his table. “What do you mean, cyanide is 
everywhere?” 

“Ah, Nancy Drew. Well, let’s see.” The 
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inventor stared back at Nancy and pursed his 
lips. “It’s mostly used in metallurgy, for testing 
precious metals and such. By itself, cyanide is 
a perfectly harmless substance.” 

“Isn’t this terrible?” Pearl Peabody gave 
Nancy a look of utter horror. “That poor man 
gets up to make a speech, and all of a sud- 
den—” Pearl shook her head. 

Nancy nodded sadly. “I know,” she mur- 
mured. — 

Nancy spotted Frank Hardy at the door. The 
police were arriving, too. 

“Excuse me,” she told the Peabodys before 
she crossed to meet Frank. 

“I heard what happened,” said Frank. “But 
guess what? Pete Dawson was nowhere near 
this place all night. He was at his cabin until 
about twenty minutes ago. Then he got a 
phone call. I guess it was about what happened 
here. He skied down to the lodge, and I 
followed him.” 

Nancy frowned. “Frank, this may sound 
crazy, but what if there were two crimes going 
on here?” 

Frank blew out his breath. “Happens some- 
times,” he replied. 

“Attention, everybody!” A police officer was 
on the dais now. “I want you to know, we 
appreciate your patience. We will be coming 
around to ask each of you what you saw earlier 
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this evening, but we can’t get to all of you at 
once. Please, be patient. Thank you.” 

A general murmur went through the room. 
The crowd suddenly seemed anxious to leave 
the banquet room. 

“Frank, you’re back.” Behind them, Nancy 
heard George’s voice. It had a grim ring to it. 
“This is all so horrible.” 

Nancy put a comforting arm around 
George’s shoulders. “(Come on,” she sug- 
gested. “We might as well get back to our 
table.” 

On the way Nancy noticed Joe talking to 
Roseanne. The singer had her face in her 
hands, and she was sobbing. 

“Whew, this is something,” Frank mur- 
mured as he settled into his seat. “What hap- 
pened? Tell me everything.” 

Nancy was about to launch into the story 
when Raven Maxwell approached the table. 
“Listen,” she said in a brusque voice, “I need 
to know two things from you guys. How long 
will it take the police to clear the people out of 
here? And do you think we’ll be able to shoot 
tomorrow?” 

Nancy could hardly believe her ears. Was 
Raven actually planning to go ahead and shoot 
the rest of the video on schedule? 

“Tm not sure,” Nancy answered. 

“Well, I can’t let what happened blow our 
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whole schedule. Archer would have wanted to 
go on, too, you know,” Raven explained lame- 
ly. She must have realized how callous she was 
sounding. 

“Does it really matter anymore?” Frank 
asked her. 

“It certainly does!” Raven snapped. “I’m a 
professional. If Archer’s gone, that means ‘Liv- 
ing the High Life for Love’ becomes my proj- 
ect.” 

With those words, Nancy realized Raven 
Maxwell had a solid motive for Archer 
Lampley’s death. 

“Raven,” Nancy asked, “do you have any 
tape from tonight? You were filming it, weren’t 
you?” 

“Sure, I have tape of the whole incident,” 
Raven told them. “If you want to look at it, we 
can go into the control room.” 

Nancy, Frank, and George stood up and 
followed the producer into the makeshift con- 
trol booth that had been set up at the far end of 
the dining room. Raven picked up a tape and 
inserted it into a monitor. 

“There we go.” Nancy watched as Roseanne 
James began to sing. The camera was focused 
on her in close-up, and it was impossible to see 
what was happening at the dais. “This is when 
the cyanide had to be poured into the drink, 
right, Frank?” 
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“You’re right, Nancy. But this video’s no 
help,” Frank said. “It doesn’t show the head 
table or the podium.” 

“Try this,” said Raven, ejecting the tape 
they were watching and inserting another. 

“Shots of the dais!”” Nancy said. 

Frank’s eyes sparkled with excitement. 
“There’s the waiter. Could we slow that up?” 

Raven set the machine to play frame by 
frame. The waiter performed his function per- 
fectly, without a hint of anything suspicious. 
“It looks like he’s innocent,” Nancy said. 

“Now here’s where Archer picks up his 
glass,” said Frank. “Wait a minute!” 

Just then the video screen was filled with 
muted gray and white horizontal stripes. Eject- 
ing the tape, Nancy gave it a close look. . 

“It looks like somebody’s been here before 
us, Frank. The tape’s been tampered with. And 
the murder’s been wiped out!” 
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iz RANK STARED AT the video monitor in 
shocked disbelief. ““How could anybody have 
erased the tape so quickly?” he asked. 

Raven Maxwell had an answer ready. “It’s 
easy. It would take only a minute.” 

“Man, oh, man,” Frank muttered, shaking 
his head. “Not only do we have a murder on 
our hands, but a crucial piece of evidence has 
been destroyed. Whoever did this is playing for 
keeps, guys.” 

“What do you think our next step should 
be?” George asked. 

Frank looked at Nancy and was about to 
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answer when someone pulled back the curtain 
surrounding the makeshift room. “Nancy 
Drew? Frank Hardy?” a young police officer 
asked. 

Frank and Nancy nodded. 

“Could you come over here, please? The 
chief would like to meet you.” 

Frank, Nancy, and George followed the po- 
liceman to a large table the staff had set upina 
corner. Ken sat with another officer in a khaki 
uniform. On his shirt was a starred badge 
bearing the word Sheriff. 

“T’m Sheriff Brady,” he told them. He was a 
brawny man of about fifty, Frank guessed. His 
face was weathered, and his eyes were a steely 
blue. “Wait a minute,” he said, turning 
abruptly to Ken. “‘Didn’t you say there was 
another one?” 

“Joe.” Frank and Nancy spoke at the same 
_ time. 

““He’s over talking to Roseanne James. I can 
get him for you if you want,” Frank offered. 

“Nah,” the sheriff answered with a dismis- 
Sive gesture. ““Won’t be necessary. What I’ve 
got to say won’t take long.” 

The sheriff cleared his throat. “Now, listen. 
Mr. Harrison here tells me you’re detectives,” 
the sheriff began with a dubious look. 

. Frank opened his mouth and was about to 
answer. The sheriff stopped him. 

“We're here now,” he said, “and your ser- 
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vices won’t be necessary. You kids just hang 
around here till we get to you, and when we’re 
done, you run along and have a good time here 
at Mount Mirage, like kids are supposed to, 
you hear?” 

“Wait a minute,” Ken said. ““Maybe I wasn’t 
clear. I brought them in because we were 
having some episodes of sabotage around here, 
and they’ve been—” 

“Save your breath,” the sheriff interrupted 
gruffly. “First off, this isn’t sabotage we’re 
dealing with, it’s murder. Second, I don’t need 
a bunch of kids telling me how to conduct my 
investigation. You got that, everybody?” 

Nancy, Frank, and George nodded politely. 
Inside, though, Frank found himself resenting 
the sheriff's manner. 

“Thank you, kids,” the sheriff said, standing 
up. “That’s all for now. Ken, go get yourself 
some rest.” 

With a helpless sigh, Ken turned to them. 
“Sorry about that,” he murmured. “They real- 
ly don’t want any civilian help.” 

“It’s just as well,” Frank said. “We need to 
confer among ourselves, anyway. Nancy, I 
think we should round up Bess and Joe.” 

They looked over to where Joe was standing 
with Roseanne. The singer had Joe’s jacket 
over her shoulders, but she was shivering any- 
way. “Maybe we should leave them alone for a 
while,” Frank said. 
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“Are you ready for an all-nighter?”* Nancy 
said, looking up at him with a weary grin. 

“T guess I have to be,”’ Frank answered with 
a shrug. “Because I get the feeling we’re going 
to be here for a while.” 

“You’re probably right,” Nancy agreed. 
“Look, George and I will find Bess. She’s got to 
be with Brad somewhere. Why don’t you see if 
you can get Joe to leave Roseanne for a minute 
or two.” 

“It’s not going to-be easy,” Frank told her. 
“But we really need to plan our next move.” 
With that, Frank headed off to where his 
brother was still comforting Roseanne. As he 
got closer, Frank overheard Roseanne’s voice. 

“I feel so guilty!” she was saying as she hid 
her face in Joe Hardy’s shoulder. The two were 
standing behind the dais. 

“Roseanne, that’s crazy,” Joe said, trying to 
soothe her. 

Frank edged closer. He felt strange about 
eavesdropping, but Roseanne didn’t seem to 
mind who heard her. And his brother’s atten- 
tion couldn’t be drawn away from the girl. 

“But I was sitting right next to him, Joe!” 
Roseanne insisted through her tears. “I came 
here to kill him, and now he’s dead!” A huge 
sob erupted from her slender body, and she 
bent her head. “Oh, Joe. They’re going to think 
I did it. I can just tell.” 

“Come on, now. You’re innocent, and 
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theyll know it right away,” Frank heard Joe 
say. 

Roseanne raised herself up and turned to 
him, gazing deeply into his eyes. “You’re 
sweet, you know it?” she whispered, with a sad 
smile. “How do you know I didn’t do it? 
Maybe I did! I’ve been so crazy lately—crazy 
with hate and bad feelings. When they find out 
some of the things I said to Archer, they'll 
think I did it for sure!” 

“They’d be wrong. And I’d make them see 
it.’ Frank couldn’t believe what Joe was say- 
ing. He was ruling out one of their prime 
suspects. 

“How?” Roseanne asked. 

“Easy,” Joe told her. “You may have wanted 
Lampley dead. But you’re much too emotional 
to commit a crime like this.” 

“What do you mean? I could have done 
it—I was going to do it!” Roseanne’s voice 
was a desperate whisper. 

“You never would have, Roseanne,” Joe 
said, shaking his head. “Oh, maybe if he_ 
started in on you, made you furious at any 
given moment.” 

“See?” she said. 

“But you could never have planned it in 
advance, timed it so perfectly, and carried it 
out so coldly. Not you. Besides, you were on 
stage singing.” 

“That’s true,” Roseanne said, surprised. 
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“Well, thank goodness somebody believes in 
me. I’m awfully glad I met you, Joe Hardy.” 

As Frank watched, Joe gazed tenderly at her 
tearstained face. Then he kissed her softly. 

“Oh, Joe,” Roseanne murmured softly. 

Finally Frank let out a loud cough. Joe 
turned around to see his brother standing 
there. 

He quickly unwrapped his arms from 
around Roseanne’s shoulders. A deep blush 
spread over his face. “Frank! Uh—I was just 
comforting Roseanne. It’s not what you 
think. .. .” he added lamely. 

Frank shook his head. “Probably not,” he 
said ironically. “Anyway, Nancy and I need 
you. We’ve got to plan some strategy.” 

“Sure thing.” Joe put his hand on Rose- 
anne’s arm. “Don’t worry,” he said tenderly. 
“Everything’s going to be okay.” 

“Take care of yourself, Roseanne.” Frank 
beckoned with a flip of his head, and Joe 
followed his brother, There was an embar- 
rassed silence as they made their way over to 
where Nancy was sitting. 

“Where are Bess and George?” Joe asked as 
he sat down. 

“The police are questioning them now. 
Most of the other guests have been allowed to 
leave,” Nancy told him. 

Frank noticed that the crowd in the room 
was thinning out. He frowned. 


110 


-The Last Resort 


“‘What’s wrong, Frank?” Nancy asked. 

Frank leaned over and told her about how 
Joe had been comforting Roseanne James. A 
shocked look passed over Nancy’s face. 

“This is getting awfully complicated, 
Frank,” she said. 

Frank nodded. He looked up and saw Dr. 
Mansfield making his way over to them, his 
black medical bag in hand. 

“They’ve finally finished with me,” the doc- 
tor said, pointing to one of the police tables. “I 
gave them the list of the missing chemicals I 
was drawing up for you.” 

“What about us?” Nancy asked. “We need 
that information, too.” 

The doctor’s answer was a sly grin. “I made 
a copy.” 

Frank’s eyes went to the page the doctor had 
taken from his pocket and was unfolding on 
the table. 

“Wow,” he said, checking over the long list. 
“Whoever stole all this must have had pretty 
deep pockets.” 

Nancy took an edge of the paper and leaned 
closer to read it. “Morphine. Veronal. Chloro- 
form. Ether. Nitroglycerine. But no cyanide,” 
she concluded. 

“Well, I'll leave this with you now and say 
good night,” Dr. Mansfield said. 

“Good night, Doctor,” Nancy said. 

“And thanks,” Frank added. 
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The doctor turned to go and stepped straight 
into the path of George and Bess. “How’s it 
going, young lady? Is the cast too heavy?” he 
asked her. 

“Not really. But I’ll be glad to get out of it,” 
George answered with a weary smile. 

With a wave to them all, the doctor walked 
out of the room. 

Nancy motioned for them to sit down. 
“Frank and I saw the videotapes of tonight’s ° 
event, but someone erased any evidence of the 
murder. The police aren’t going to help, ei- 
ther.” 

“Looks like we’ve got a lot of work to 
do—on our own,” said Frank. “Bess, stay with 
Brad MacDougal, okay? You seem to be doing 
well with him.” 

Bess smiled and blushed to the roots of her 
pink-streaked hair. ““Okay, Frank.” 

“Frank, I was thinking,” Nancy said. “Ra- 
ven had a motive for getting rid of Archer 
Lampley, too. Now that he’s gone, she’s be- 
come the producer of ‘High Life’ and any other 
project he had in the works.” 

“Raven does seem awfully ambitious,” 
George put in. 

“I have an idea,” Frank said thoughtfully. 
“How would it be if George did some acting? 
You could tell Raven you’re interested in a 
production career and ask if you can follow 
her around. You won’t have to ask many 
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questions. She seems to be pretty free with 
information, and she has a lot of it.” 

“Fine with me,” George said, always game 
for anything. 

“Joe seems to be sticking with Roseanne, 
which is good,” Frank went on. “But, Joe,” he 
added. “I have to warn you about getting too 
involved. She is a suspect, after all.” 

Joe opened his mouth, ready to defend 
himself. Then he obviously thought better of 
it. 

“That still leaves Pete Dawson, Junior,” 
Nancy reminded him. 

Frank frowned. “We'll have to drop our tail 
on him. I hate to do that, but I think we all 
agree that solving the murder comes first, and 
Pete was nowhere near the scene of the crime.’ 

“Right. Now, the poison had to be dropped 
into the champagne after the last toast was 
poured, right?”’ Nancy asked. 

“Right,” Joe answered with a nod. “Al- 
though it could have been dropped in just 
before.” 

Nancy bit her lip before she answered. “I 
doubt it, Joe. It would have been too risky. The 
ideal time was when the lights went down and 
everyone’s eyes were on Roseanne and Brad. 
Of course, I suppose Roseanne could have 
done it when she walked past Archer on her 
way to the mike.” 

An uncomfortable silence passed over the 
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group. None of them wanted Roseanne to be 
the guilty person. 

“What about the waiter who poured the 
toast?” Bess asked. 

“We saw that on video, Bess,” Nancy told 
her. ““He’s in the clear.” 

Frank frowned. “Let’s go over this again. So 
far we have Brad MacDougal. He definitely 
had motive and, possibly, opportunity.” 

“Frank.” Bess reddened. “I promise you 
Brad had nothing to do with it. I’ve gotten to 
know him very well in the last—” 

“Two days?” Nancy finished for her. 

“Even if you’re right, Bess,” Frank said, 
“and I happen to think you are, the police are 
still going to be looking closely at Brad. He did 
threaten to kill the guy just a day ago.” 

Bess looked sad. “I know,” she agreed. 

“Roseanne’s a likely candidate, too, if you 
ask me,” George put in. “She admits she 
brought a gun here to kill Lampley. And did 
you see the way she ran out of the room?” 

“We’re forgetting some others,” Joe re- 
minded them. “‘There’s Jack Treyford—” 

“He’s a snake, I just feel it in my bones!” 
George erupted. Then she added, “Sorry. I 
know this isn’t a time to be hot-headed.” 

“That’s okay, George,” Frank told her. “In- 
stincts are important, too. I’ve got to admit, 
Treyford hasn’t exactly struck me as being Mr. 
Nice Guy.” 
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“But he never met Archer Lampley before 
this week,” Nancy reminded them all. “He 
and Lampley traveled in two completely differ- 
ent circles and didn’t have anything to do with 
each other.” 

“True.” Frank sighed. “Well, the only other 
person up there was Ken.” 

“Ken? You think Ken killed Lampley?” Bess 
asked, a horrified expression on her face. 

“He was sitting right next to him,” Frank 
pointed out quietly. “Remember, Ken told us 
he was once in love with Jocelyn James. If Ken 
feels the same way Roseanne does, that Archer 
Lampley destroyed Jocelyn, he has a motive— 
revenge.” 7 

Nancy let out a whistle. “It’s tough for me to 
believe that Ken would commit a murder,” she 
murmured. “Besides, why would he want us 
around if he was planning one? It doesn’t 
make sense.” 

“TI think Raven is the most likely person to 
have killed Archer,” Bess threw in. 

“She is cold and calculating,” George said 
thoughtfully. 

““And she was buzzing all over the room the 
whole time. Everybody could see Brad clearly 
up there on the dais, but Raven was every- 
where!” Bess said, excited. “Nobody would 
have noticed her dropping cyanide into her 
boss’s drink!” 

“But I thought she admired Lampley,” 
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George said. “She spoke about him in glowing 
terms, didn’t she?” 

“Speaking of Raven, she’s walking over to 
our table. We'd better keep our voices down,” 
Joe said quietly. 

“Hello, everyone.” Raven waved as she 
whipped by them. “Have you all spoken with 
the police?” 

““Yes, we have,”’ Frank answered for them. 
“How about you?” 

“T’'m going right now. I guess they’re saving 
the best for last,” Raven told them with a tired 
grin. 

“Listen,” Nancy said when the producer 
was out of earshot. “I’d like to check some- 
thing out, while Raven’s over there with the 
police.” Frank saw her glance at her watch. “I 
guess I’ve got a while, don’t I? Raven will have 
a lot to talk about.” 

“Where are you going, Nancy?” Frank 
asked. 

“Raven’s room,” Nancy answered. “George, 
you stay with her if she finishes before I get 
back. Frank, if you need me, you know where 
Pll be.” Flashing her gold passkey at them, she 
scooted for the door. 


Believing Raven had a motive was one thing. 
Proving it was another. Nancy stopped at the 
desk to get Raven’s room number, then took 
the elevator up to the third floor. She paused in 
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front of the producer’s room, checking to 
make sure the hallway was clear. Then she 
used her passkey to open the door. 

Inside, she felt for the light and switched it 
on. Raven’s bags lay open on the bed and sofa. 
Most of them seemed to hold equipment and 
papers. Nancy went to the bags. She figured 
that was the place to look for the real Raven 
Maxwell. 

A brief search told Nancy there were only 
clothes in the first suitcase. She carefully re- 
placed everything in its original position. 

The second suitcase seemed to hold mostly 
papers, books, and other reading material. 
There was also some correspondence and 
pamphlets, but the contents were so technical 
that Nancy couldn’t decipher them. 

Then, under a pile of papers, she. noticed 
a letter from RCI Productions in London, 
addressed to Raven Maxwell, Lampley Enter- 
prises—F YEO. For Your Eyes Only. 

The letter had been opened and read, but 
Raven obviously thought it was important 
enough to keep. Nancy unfolded the single 
sheet of paper and began to read. 


Dear Ms. Maxwell: 

It was a pleasure speaking with you the 
other day. As I mentioned, in the event 
that there are executive changes at your 
company, RCI would be most interested in 
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negotiating with you. As you know, this 
would represent a change from our present 
policy of not cooperating with the current 
head of Lampley Enterprises. 


In other words, Nancy thought, RCI 
wouldn’t work with Archer Lampley. But if he 
was out of the picture, they’d be willing to 
consider a multimillion-dollar deal with his 
replacement. And if that replacement was Ra- 
ven Maxwell... ? 

So Raven had a very good reason to want 
Lampley out of the way. Maybe even a reason 
worth killing for. 
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N ANCY CAREFULLY REPLACED the letter and 
hurried out of the room. Although she would 
have loved to find out even more about Raven 
Maxwell, there was no telling when the woman 
might return. That one letter alone had 
Nancy’s mind teeming with new ideas about 
the case. 

As Nancy stepped out of the elevator in the 
lobby, she saw Bess and Brad coming toward 
her. Brad was obviously fuming about some- 
thing, and Bess was doing her best to calm him 
down. 

“Brad, they’re just trying to do their job,” 
Bess was saying in a pleading voice. 
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“Do their job? They don’t even know what 
their job is! They’re just small-time, small- 
town bullies!” 

“Brad, please! Take it easy! They'll find out 
you’re innocent. Just give them time!” Bess 
said. 

“Well, hello,” Nancy announced, catching 
her friend’s attention. 

“Nancy!” Bess said, startled to see her. 
“Brad’s a little ticked off,” she quickly ex- 
plained. “He doesn’t think much of the way 
the police are doing their investigation.” 

“You said it, I didn’t,” Brad growled. “Can 
you believe they actually think J killed Archer 
Lampley? What a crazy idea!” 

“Brad, if you’re innocent, the police will 
figure it out sooner or later.” Nancy gave the 
rock star a comforting look. 

“Nancy’s just teasing,” Bess told Brad 
quickly. “She knows you’re innocent.” 

“If you ask me,” Brad huffed, “they ought to 
leave the whole investigation to you and the 
Hardys. That would make a lot more sense.” 
He put his arm around Bess’s shoulder. “‘Let’s 
go. I’m sure Nancy has better things to do than 
listen to me rant.” 

“Where are you two off to?” Nancy asked. 

“We’re going to relax in front of the fire fora 
little while,” said Bess, trying to sound casual. 
“Unless you need my help,” she added. 
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“That’s okay. Have a good time,” Nancy 
said with a wink. Her friend blushed. “I want 
to check in with Frank and Joe. There’s not 
much more you two can do tonight.” 

“Thanks, Nancy.” Brad took Bess’s hand 
and they started down the corridor. 

When Nancy arrived at the lounge, Frank 
was alone at the table, his legs crossed and 
propped up on the seat next to him. He looked 
thoughtful. 

“Hi,” she said, sitting down next to him. 
“Anything happen while I was gone?” 

Frank thought for a moment. “Well, the 
police interviewed Mr. Treyford and Inez 
Ibarra, and Chester Peabody and his wife. 
Then Ken was called back in. He’s still with 
them.” 

Nancy took a look over her shoulder at the 
sheriff’s table at the far end of the room. Ken 
seemed to be pleading with the sheriff about 
something. Then he stood up and walked 
toward Frank and Nancy,.shaking his head in 
disbelief. 

“Can you believe it?”” Ken said when he got 
to their table. “They think J did it! Brady 
wouldn’t listen to anything I said about the 
sabotage, or the work you’re doing. He just 
started grilling me about Archer Lampley and 
asking me to ‘come clean’ with him.” 

Ken slumped into his chair. “I don’t know 
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what to do anymore. Maybe I ought to just sell 
this place while I can still get something for it.” 
He let out a deep breath and nervously ran his 
hands through his thick hair. 

Nancy was going to give Ken some kind 
words of reassurance when a police officer 
called out, “Roseanne James? Is Roseanne 
James here?” 

“Here I am.” Roseanne and Joe walked out 
from behind a huge screen in back of the dais. 
Joe had his arm around her. 

“Ms. James, would you mind following me? 
The sheriff would like to have a few words with 
you.” 

“Sure,” Roseanne said bravely. She turned 
to Joe and kissed his cheek before following 
the policeman. 

Nancy and Frank exchanged a look as they 
watched the beautiful singer follow the police 
officer and take a seat opposite the sheriff. 
Nancy noticed that Roseanne’s hands were 
balled up in fists. 

“She’s no match for that sheriff,” Joe said 
glumly, flopping down in a chair next to them. 
“He’s tough.” 

““What’s she going to tell him, Joe? Do you 
know?” Frank asked his brother. 

Joe sighed. “I told her to come clean about 
the gun, but Roseanne kept saying she didn’t 
want to tell them anything. She’s afraid they’ll 
think she did it.” 
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Across the room, Nancy could hear Sheriff 
Brady’s voice rising in accusation, but she 
couldn’t make out the words. 

“No! You’re wrong!’ Roseanne’s voice rang 
out in denial. “I didn’t!” 

Nancy and Frank looked over at Joe, who 
was biting his lip. “Oh, man,” Joe muttered. 
“If that jerk thinks he can push her around—” 
He jumped out of his chair, nearly toppling it 
over. 

“Calm down, Joe,” Frank told him, put- 
ting his hand on his brother’s arm. “You’re 
not going to help Roseanne if you blow your 
cool.” 

Joe sat back down and slowly nodded in 
agreement. “I guess you’re right.” 

But when the sheriff started yelling again, 
and Roseanne could be heard whimpering in 
response, Joe jumped to his feet. “I’m going 
over there,”’ he said firmly. 

“Oh, no, you’re not,” Frank said, grabbing 
his brother by the shoulders. “We need you. 
You’re no good to us, or to Roseanne, if you get 
in the way of what Brady’s doing. I know 
you’re upset, but try to calm down. We can’t 
help her right now.” ; 

“Frank’s right, Joe,” Nancy agreed. “Be- 
sides, if Roseanne is innocent, everything will 
work out for her.” 

Joe looked at Nancy, then over at where the 
sheriff was questioning Roseanne. He seemed 
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ready to walk over and rescue the girl but then 
somehow summoned the resolve to stay put. 

“Sorry, guys,” he said quietly. “I guess I’m 
sort of losing my mind on this one.” 

Frank placed a supportive hand on his 
brother’s shoulder. “Or your heart, maybe,” 
he said softly. 

“It’s okay, Joe,” Nancy told him. “It’s late, 
and we’re all a little tense.” 

Joe nodded. “‘You’re right. I should try to 
relax a little and not let it get to me.” 

“Sheriff!” One of the police officers burst 
through the door followed by three more men 
in uniform. 

“Sheriff!” he called again. Nancy saw he was 
holding something up in a white cloth. She 
nudged Frank. 

““What have you got there?” Frank asked as 
he passed by their table. 

“Found the cyanide vial, I think,” the po- 
liceman said excitedly. ““We’ll have to check it 
out, but it sure smells like it.” 

“Where did you find it?” Sheriff Brady 
asked, running over to meet the policemen. 

“It’s the craziest thing,” the officer said, 
shaking his head in wonder. “I never would 
have believed it. She’s got such a pure soul in 
her music, too.” 

Nancy, Frank, and Joe were on their feet, 
following the officers back to the table where 
the sheriff had been questioning the guests. 
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“I asked you where you found it,” the sheriff 
repeated impatiently. 

The policeman held up the vial for them all 
to see. With his other hand, he pointed to the 
frightened country singer. 

“Right under Roseanne James’s pillow!” 
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N. o!”” ROSEANNE’S SCREAM pierced the room. 
“It can’t be! I didn’t kill him, I tell you!” 

Joe forced himself not to run up to the 
sheriff's table and pull her away. That would 
have been stupid. Yet every muscle in his body 
was poised for action. 

“She’s hysterical,” Sheriff Brady said in 
disgust. He growled to one of his assistants, 
“What time is it?” 

“Past three aM.,” the assistant answered. 

“Too late to go on,” Sheriff Brady decided. 
“We won’t put her under arrest—yet. Get the 
doctor to give her a sedative, and we’ll come 
back tomorrow.” 
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Standing up and gathering his papers, Sher- 
iff Brady shook a finger in Roseanne’s face. 
“Until then, you stay put, young lady,” he 
admonished. “Seal the road,” he ordered. 
“Make sure no one goes anywhere.” 

He strode across the room, followed by his 
entourage. Joe caught up with him by the door. 

“I’m telling you, Sheriff, you’re making a big 
mistake,” he pleaded. 

“Calm down, son,” Sheriff Brady ordered, 
pushing through the large double door and 
into the lobby. 

Joe went after him. 

“You don’t understand,” he insisted. ““Rose- 
anne couldn’t be mixed up in any of this. 
Anyone in his right mind could tell she’s 
innocent!” 

Sheriff Brady walked out of the lodge and 
headed for a light gray cruiser with the county 
emblem on the door. “Look, son, nobody’s 
under arrest—yet. When we come back, we'll 
be keeping an eye on everybody, not just your 
girlfriend.” 

“She’s not my girlfriend,” Joe corrected. 
“She—” But before he could continue, he 
felt his brother’s restraining hand on his shoul- 
der. 

“Calm down, Joe,” Frank said. 

Behind Frank stood Nancy, looking con- 
cerned. “‘Frank’s right, Joe,” she said. 

“You're pretty headstrong, kid,” Sheriff Bra- 
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dy said with a smug smile. “I’d get ahold of 
that temper if I were you.” 

Before Joe could reply, Sheriff Brady 
hopped in his car, slammed the door, and tore 
off down the mountain, his siren wailing. 

“That show-off.” Joe gritted his teeth. “I 
can’t stand the way he’s treating Roseanne.” 

“Come on, Joe,” Frank counseled. “Give it a 
rest for tonight. It’s late.” 

Joe nodded. “All right.”” He turned around 
and made his way back to the lodge. For the 
first time he felt the cool air. He’d walked 
outside without a jacket. 

“Let’s meet in the morning,” Nancy sug- 
gested. “We can talk over breakfast. Say, 
seven?” 

“Make it six,” Joe said. “Roseanne’ll proba- 
bly wake up by eight, and those idiots will be 
back here with a warrant for her arrest by nine 
or ten. I want some time to work on this. 
Maybe there’s a chance we can nail down the 
real killer.” 

Nervously running a hand through his blond 
hair, he looked at Nancy helplessly. 

“We'll save her, Joe,” she said. “Don’t 
worry—even if they take her in, we can get her 
released later.” 

“Sure,” Joe said bitterly, kicking a snow- 
drift. He knew as well as she did that the 
cyanide vial was an important piece of evi- 
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dence. And he also knew another damning 
truth: that Roseanne James had come to 
Mount Mirage with the express purpose of 
killing Archer Lampley. 

Joe followed Frank and Nancy back inside. 
“Well, I’m turning in,” Nancy said with a 
yawn. “It’s been a long day.” 

“1’1] walk you to your room, Nancy,” Frank 
offered. 

“No, that’s okay. It’s pretty late,” Nancy 
said. “You don’t have to.” 

“TI know I don’t have to,” said Frank quickly, 
“I want to.” Even in his misery, Joe was struck 
by the eagerness in his brother’s voice. Watch- 
ing them head off together, he couldn’t help 
wondering if both he and his brother were 
playing with fire. 


When Nancy’s alarm pierced her dreams at 
five forty-five, she looked out the window and 
gave a little gasp. 

“George! Bess! Wake up! Look outside!” she 
cried. 

Last night’s light snow had turned into a 
raging blizzard. Nancy couldn’t even see the 
mountain range that had looked so close in 
clear skies. 

“Looks like Joe’s prayers have been an- 
swered,” Nancy murmured to herself and any- 
body else who was awake enough to listen. 
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“There’s no way Sheriff Brady will be able to 
get up here to serve a warrant. This is fantas- 
tic!” 

“What time is it?” a sleepy Bess inquired. 

“Ten of six,” Nancy replied. 

“Ugh. I’m going back to sleep.” With that, 
Bess buried her face in her pillow and turned 
to the wall. 

Nancy felt newly encouraged, full of energy 
and optimism. She quickly pulled on a pink 
sweater with padded shoulders and a pair of 
blue jeans. Then she went over and shook 
George and Bess awake. 

““What’s going on?” Bess groaned sleepily. 

“Wake up, sleeping beauty,” Nancy told her. 
“You, too, other sleeping beauty. There’s a 
blizzard outside, and we’ve got a lot of work to 
do.” 

“Leave me alone, Nan,” Bess managed to 
say. “I'll get up later.” 

“Okay, I’m setting the alarm for ten minutes 
from now. George, make sure Bess gets to the 
coffee shop, okay? George?” 

“Tm awake,” George answered groggily. “At 
least I think I am. Got any aspirin? My wrist is 
killing me.” 

Nancy rummaged through the bathroom 
cabinet and came back into the bedroom to 
give George a couple of tablets. “Here, George, 
there’s water by your bed. Meet you in the 
restaurant in a few minutes.” 
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Patting her friend on the shoulder, she flew 
out the door and down to the restaurant. Frank 
and Joe were waiting when she walked in. 

Joe gave her a big smile. “What do you think 
of the weather!” he asked, gesturing toward the 
floor-to-ceiling windows and the raging storm 
outside. “Thank you, universe!” 

“How did you sleep, Nancy?” Frank asked. 

“Great,” Nancy answered, touched by his 
concern. “Somehow, getting up was easy, too. 
This snow has given me a real boost.” 

“And we’re going to solve this thing today, 
right?” Joe smiled. 

“You got it,” Nancy agreed. “I see you’re 
feeling better today, Joe.” 

“I am, except that I hope none of what 
happened here last night gets into the papers. I 
was thinking that even if Roseanne is found 
innocent, the whole business might damage 
her career. I’d hate to see her hurt by all this.” 

“I understand.” Nancy put her hand on his 
arm. “You don’t have to say anything.” 

“You’re okay, Drew,” Joe returned. “Did I 
ever tell you that?” 

“Coffee, Nancy?” Frank asked her. 

"Tea." 

“A tea, please,” Frank called to the waitress. 
“Now. For today” —he pushed the pad toward 
Nancy—“‘the way I see it, all the early crimes, 
the dyed caviar, the rat in the restaurant, the 
jammed ski-lift, the fire in the blower system, 
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were clearly acts of sabotage. But we don’t 
know if that’s true of the sawed-through skis, 
the switched trail markers, and the missing 
chemicals from the infirmary. And who knows 
where Lampley’s death fits in?” 

Nancy took Frank’s list and read it over as 
the waitress set Nancy’s tea on the table. “I 
still have a gnawing feeling there’s a connec- 
tion we’re missing.” 

“Maybe so,” Frank said, nodding. “But one 
thing’s for sure. We’ve got one or more very 
active criminals here.” 

“Look who’s here.” Joe pointed to the door. 
Bess and George, looking alive if not fully 
awake, were threading their way to Nancy’s 
table. 

“Hello, everyone,” a still sleepy Bess mur- 
mured, flopping down in her seat. 

“Interesting weather we’re having,” George 
said. 

“It’s fate,” Joe said. 

“Food,” Bess pleaded, rubbing her eyes. 

“Hey, you made it, Bess. Good for you!” 
Nancy ribbed her friend. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Bess replied with a grin and a 
sigh. 

““How’s the wrist, George?” Frank asked. 

“It'll feel all right when the aspirin I took 
kicks in,” George assured her. “So, what’s on 
for today? Do I get to tag along with Raven 
Maxwell again?” me 
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“Yes, you do,” Nancy confirmed. ““What’s 
on her agenda, do you know?” 

“Well, the backup singers got here yesterday 
afternoon. She wanted to tape their segment, 
and I think she’s going to shoot some dancing 
footage, too.” 

“And I guess Bess is back on Brad 
MacDougal duty,” Frank concluded. “That 
leaves Ken. We really ought to keep an eye on 
his movements, too.” 

George looked surprised. “Frank, you don’t 
really believe Ken—” 

“Is guilty? No, not really,” Frank told her. 
“But I do think he may be in danger.” 

Joe spoke up. “Say no more,” he said, hold- 
ing up his hand. “It’s all taken care of. I 
can’t follow Roseanne around all day, after 
all.” 

Nancy nodded, then turned to Frank. “I 
think you and I need to circulate around a 
bit,” she said. I’d like another look at the 
videotape of last night.” 

“Right,” Frank replied. ““And we should 
look through some guest rooms, too—those 
stolen chemicals have to be somewhere.” 

“That reminds me!”’ Nancy blurted. “I com- 
pletely forgot, with everything else that hap- 
pened last night. I found something in Raven’s 
room!” She told them about the letter she’d 
read. 

“If she had a motive for the murder, maybe 
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she’s trying to cover up by pointing the finger 
at Roseanne!” Joe said excitedly. 

“We don’t know that for sure, Joe,” Nancy 
said, draining her tea. “But I plan on finding 
out. Keep that letter in mind, George, when 
you’re watching Raven. Now, let’s go, shall 
we?” 

“Not until I get some breakfast in me,” Bess 
said. 

“Me, too,” George chimed in. 

“Catch you later,” Nancy told them. 

Nancy and the Hardys went their separate 
ways, with Nancy and Frank heading for the 
video screening room. Their route took them 
down the main hall and up the stairs to the 
second floor. 

Outside, the storm howled. Snow was spiral- 
ing through the darkened sky, blowing in every 
direction with the thick gusts of wind. It didn’t 
look as though it was going to stop any time 
soon, either. 

“Hey, somebody left the window open!” 
Nancy said as they reached the landing. At 
their feet the floor was dusted with melting 
snow that had blown in from outside. 

“Better give me a hand closing this thing,” 
Frank called to her. “It’s stuck.” 

Nancy leaned on the other end of the large 
window. She was about to push, when Frank 
suddenly put a finger to his lips. He pointed 
down, and Nancy heard people speaking out- 
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side, directly below them. An overhang in the 
roof prevented her from seeing who they were. 

It was hard to make out any words. But one 
thing was perfectly clear—they were arguing, 
and one voice was hopping mad. 

“More than we bargained for...” The 
words drifted up at them. “Going behind my 
back .. .” The howling wind took the rest of 
the words with it, and the other person’s 
response was completely inaudible. - 

“I'd like to know who’s out there in this 
weather, wouldn’t you?” Frank asked. 

“You bet!” Nancy replied. 

“I better get what’s coming to me, that’s all I 
have to say. .. .” came the first voice, a gruff, 
masculine one whose pitch sounded familiar. 
“Or else you'll end up like that promoter . . .” 

That promoter—they were talking about 
Archer Lampley! 

Nancy and Frank leaned forward, straining 
to identify the voice. 

“Remember what I said... .” 

The voice became inaudible as the wind 
gusted. Still listening, Frank said quietly, 
“Recognize that voice, Nancy? We heard it on 
top of the hill yesterday.” 

Their eyes met. Nancy’s widened in sudden 
recognition. ‘“‘Pete Dawson!” 
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i... Frank!” Nancy was already 
bounding down the stairs toward the fire exit. 
They pressed the lever to open the door as 
quietly as they could. 

Outside, snow was still falling. There was an 
eerie silence, broken only by the howl of the 
wind. 

They headed for the area outside the win- 
dow. When they got there, it was deserted. 

“Can you believe it?”” Frank muttered. “Our 
big chance, and we blew it!” 

“Not so fast!” Nancy said. “The stair door 
opens only from the inside. If they were going 
back in, they’d have to go around to the front.” 
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She led Frank along the wall of the building. 
Suddenly he whistled and pointed down: two 
sets of footprints told them she was right. The 
footprints were sunk deep in the powder. 

The prints led to the corner of the building, 
then went separate ways. Nancy turned to 
Frank. “Should we split up?” 

He nodded. “I'll take these,” he said, indi- 
cating the set of tracks that led away from the 
building. 

“See you later, then!” Nancy trudged off 
after the other set of tracks but quickly saw 
that it was no use: they led her straight to the 
front entrance. Whoever had made those 
tracks had gone back inside and disappeared 
into the lodge. She turned around and doubled 
back. 

At the corner she broke away from the wall 
of the building and took off after Frank. His 
was the only real set of tracks left to follow. 
The original set was now little more than a 
faint impression in the snow, blurred by the 
drifting powder. 

The tracks led to the back of the lodge and 
up the mountain. They edged upward, then 
doubled back again. Nancy had no idea where 
she was heading. Because of the storm, she 
could see only two feet in front of her. Once 
the lights from the lodge faded, all she was 
aware of was the sea of white surrounding her. 

How they would find their way down again ~ 
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was anybody’s guess, but right now she had to 


keep going. 
“I better get what’s coming to me or else 
you'll end up like that promoter... .” The 


words she and Frank had heard through the 
window set Nancy’s mind in motion. 

As she followed the tracks, Nancy thought 
hard. If Pete had been responsible for the 
sabotage, was somebody putting him up to it? 
Was the same pair involved in Archer’s mur- 
der? Pete had been nowhere near the murder 
scene that fateful night. Could he still have 
been an accomplice? If so, whose? And why 
was Pete unhappy with the arrangement? 

She wondered if the murder was somehow 
related to the small acts of sabotage. Some- 
thing told Nancy there had to be a connection. 
It couldn’t be just some sort of horrible coinci- 
dence. 

Then it hit her. The common factor could be 
Pete Dawson. He could have been an accom- 
plice to both the sabotage and the murder. 

The snow battered Nancy’s face, making her 
skin sting and her eyes water. Momentarily 
dizzy, she stumbled backward, then caught her 
breath and moved on. Frank’s footsteps were 
fainter now, as the path became steeper and 
more slippery. How much farther can I go? 
Nancy wondered. 

She trudged on, rounding a huge rock out- 
cropping. Then the snow stopped for a mo- 
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ment, and Nancy caught a brief glimpse of the 
ski lift and, behind it, a ramshackle cabin. Pete 
Dawson’s cabin. 

Nancy drew in her breath. About a hundred 
feet in front of the cabin, hidden behind a tree, 
was Frank Hardy. She stumbled through the 
snow and, panting, came up beside him. “Hi,” 
she whispered, touching her mittened hand to 
his shoulder. 

Frank smiled with surprise and pleasure. 
“Fancy meeting you here. Any luck?” he 
asked. 

“No. Whoever it was ducked inside the 
main lodge before I got there,” Nancy said 
with a frown. 

“Well, I saw Pete go inside, but I thought I'd 
wait awhile before I tried to get any closer. I 
was hoping you might show up.” 

“Well, here I am. Let’s go.” 

The two detectives began to approach the 
cabin, using trees and boulders for cover as 
they edged closer. With all the snow, chances 
were slim that Pete would see them. Still, 
better to be safe, Nancy thought. 

At Frank’s signal, they made a dash for the 
window, coming to a stop right at the wall. 
Taking deep breaths, they exhaled away from 
the window so their breath wouldn’t show. 

“Okay,” Frank mouthed soundlessly. 

Nancy nodded back. They inched upward 
and peeked in through the corner of the win- 
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dow where it wasn’t too fogged over. Pete 
Dawson was throwing a log on a fire that 
flickered in an old-fashioned hearth. 

The sight of the fire made Nancy realize how 
cold she was. Her fingers, even in her mittens, 
had gone numb. She could hardly feel her toes 
anymore. If Dawson didn’t do something in- 
criminating soon, they’d either have to turn 
back or ask to be invited in! 

As they waited, Nancy heard a faint rum- 
bling from up the mountain. Tugging at her 
sleeve, Frank signaled Nancy to look inside the 
cabin. Pete Dawson was at the door, bolting it 
shut. As they watched, Pete went over to the 
far wall and pulled back a heavy curtain, 
revealing a crude but very well-stocked labora- 
tory. 

Pete rifled through the shelves, obviously 
looking for something. Finally he brought 
down a glass jar and opened it. He didn’t seem 
to like what he saw. With a look of disgust, he 
threw on his coat and strapped on snowshoes. 
Then he unbolted the door and strode outside. 

Nancy and Frank flattened themselves 
against the cabin wall as Pete marched out into 
the driving snow, not ten feet from them. He 
nearly turned in their direction but then, 
mumbling, walked off down the mountain. 

Once Pete was well out of sight, Frank 
shouted, “Come on!” Nancy followed him as 
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he dashed for the door. In another moment 
they were inside. 

“Whew!” said Nancy, taking off her gloves. 
“Let me get over by this fire right away!” 

“Brrrrrr.” Frank shivered as he joined her at 
the fire, rubbing his frosty cheeks. 

“Do you think we should have kept follow- 
ing him?” Nancy asked. 

“Are you kidding? We’d have ended up as 
human icicles!” Frank said with a laugh. “It’s 
cold out there!” 

She nodded in agreement. Cold wasn’t the 
word for it. 

“Seriously, though, he’s going to see his 
boss—I just know it. The one he argued with 
before.” 

“I came to the same conclusion myself.” 
Frank nodded, his smile fading. “But, listen, 
we’ve got a few minutes before his tracks fade. 
Let’s have a look around here.” 

“Good idea.” Nancy rubbed her hands to- 
gether in front of the fire. “As soon as my 
fingers thaw out.” 

Frank flexed his hands dramatically. “To 
work!” he announced, moving around the 
room. “Looks pretty normal, except for that 
chem lab.” 

“Let’s have a look.” Nancy walked over to 
the makeshift lab. 

“‘Wow, this is a terrorist’s dream!” she said, 
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pointing to the explosive charges, timers, 
fuses, detonators. 

“Could be for mining,” Frank pointed out. 
“Or sabotage,” he concluded. 

“I wonder if he has permits to buy all this 
stuff?” 

“We'll have to check that out,” Frank 
agreed. 

“Here’s some blue dye,” Nancy said excited- 
ly. “That could have been what was used on 
the caviar.” 

“Whoa! Here’s the jar he looked so upset 
about!” Frank sniffed inside the empty glass 
jar, then let Nancy have a whiff, too. It smelled 
of bitter almonds. 

“Cyanide,” she said. 

“Oh, boy. I think we’ve just saved Rose- 
anne’s neck,” Frank said. 

“Not so fast,” Nancy reminded him. “She 
could be paying Pete off.” 

“Think so?” Frank asked. 

“I don’t know,” she answered. “But that’s 
what Sheriff Brady might say. Look, let’s get 
out of here. We should follow Pete before his 
tracks get cold. He might be up to something at 
this very moment.” 

“You're right, Nancy.” Frank picked up the 
jar and gave it to Nancy to put in her purse. 
She took a vial of the blue dye. 

In a moment, they had collected all the 
evidence. They were pulling their mittens on, 
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when suddenly Frank laid a hand on Nancy’s 
arm. 

“Listen,” he said. It was the rumbling sound 
they’d heard before, but now it was a lot louder 
and closer. 

Nancy ran to the window and looked out- 
side. The storm had eased up, but the rum- 
bling was getting deeper now, shaking the 
rickety house. 

Then she saw it—a wall of snow heading 
down the mountain, right for them! 
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. AN AVALANCHE!” Nancy cried. 

“Take cover, quick!” In a flash, Frank 
grabbed Nancy and pushed her under the 
kitchen table. He ducked in next to her and 
crouched down. “If the house is hit, we’ll need 
every bit of protection we can get.” 

“I know.” Nancy nodded. “Frank, do you 
really think—” But her words were drowned 
out. The rumble became a thunderous roar. 

““We’re in for it, Nan!” 

The window burst into a thousand pieces as 
the avalanche went thundering past, shaking 
the cabin to its foundation. ; 

Nancy looked up at the wavering ceiling and 
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prayed the roof would hold. Pieces of plaster 
dropped to the floor and smashed against the 
tabletop. 

Overhead, the light fixture began swinging 
wildly. It crashed to the floor beside them, 
sending broken glass spraying in all directions. 

But the roof held, and at last the shaking 
stopped. A chilling silence filled the cabin, 
now dark except for the dim light from the 
dying fire. 

Nancy and Frank stumbled out from under 
the rickety table and stood up, surveying the 
damage. 

“Wow,” Frank said quietly. “I don’t find too 
many things scary, but that was scary.” 

Nancy walked to the bathroom and tried 
flicking on the light. “No light here, either,” 
she said. “The power lines must have been 
knocked out.” She went to the door and tried 
opening it, but the snow had blocked them in. 

“It’s no use,” she said, closing the door with 
a frown. “We'll never be able to dig our way 
out of that.” 

The hole that was once a window was also 
blocked by a huge mass of snow. “Looks like 
we’re stuck here for a while,” Frank said. He 
forced a smile. 

“I guess so,” Nancy said, biting her lip and 
looking around for a possible exit. 

“So—what do we do now?” Frank moved 
around the cabin, examining the damage. 
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“The roof has got to be buried,” Nancy 
murmured. “The fire is dying, and that’s a sure 
sign of a blocked chimney.” 

“Forget leaving by the door or the window,” 
Frank said with a sigh. “We stay until they dig 
us out, I guess.” 

Shaking her head in disbelief, Nancy went 
over to the smoldering fire. The force of the 
snowslide had blown cinders everywhere, and 
she stamped out the ones that were still burn- 
ing. 

“I think a new fire would be a good idea, 
even if it doesn’t last very long,”’ she said. But 
after looking for logs to replenish the fire, she 
quickly realized that the one Pete had thrown 
on the fire earlier must have been the last. 

“He must keep the logs outside,” Frank said 
ruefully. 

There wasn’t even a twig left in the small 
cabin. Nancy looked at the lone chair and table 
in the room. Metal. Terrific. 

She studied the lab shelves. They were made 
of metal, too. The closet didn’t have a door, 
just a curtain draped in front of it. The bed 
was only a mattress on the floor. In the whole 
cabin, there wasn’t a single thing to burn. 

Even if anyone thought to dig them out, it 
would probably be a day or two before they 
were rescued. They could easily freeze before 
anyone even knew they were missing! 
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Nancy looked over at Frank and saw that he 
was thinking the very same thing. Their eyes 
locked and then turned away. Neither of them 
wanted to voice such a terrible thought. 

There was a stunning silence in the cabin. 
The smoldering fire glowed faintly, but it 
wasn’t giving a shred of real heat. 

“So here we are.” Frank managed to smile at 
her, then sighed heavily. He stared into the 
fireplace, the orange light bathing his hand- 
some features with an eerie glow. 

“For better or worse.”” Nancy went over and 
stood next to him, watching the fire die. 

Frank turned and looked deeply in her eyes. 
“If this is it, Nancy,” he said softly, “I just 
want you to know that—well—” 

“Oh, Frank, don’t talk like that. We'll get 
through this somehow.” He was looking right 
through her, and in spite of the danger, Nancy 
felt that feeling again—that awful-wonderful 
rush she often felt when she was alone with 
Frank. 

The two of them stood staring at each other 
for what seemed to Nancy like ages. With a 
cough, she tried to break the spell. “Come on, 
now. We’re not through yet. I don’t know how, 
but we’re going to make it. We’ve just got to 
concentrate on surviving.” 

She walked over to the bed, quickly strip- 
ping off the threadbare blankets. “Here. May- 
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be it’ll help if we wrap ourselves in these,” she 
suggested, shivering slightly. 

“You’re shaking,” Frank said,, opening his 
arms. He wrapped her in the blankets and 
pulled her against his chest. 

Nancy huddled against him, pressing closer. 
Frank was so warm, so full of life. She couldn’t 
bear the thought that this might be the end. 

“Any better?” Frank asked, his breath warm 
on her face. 

“A little,” she replied through chattering 
teeth. 

He held her close and stroked her hair. A 
warm rush went through Nancy. For one brief 
moment, the cold was behind them. They 
stood pressed against each other, nestling in 
the other’s warmth. 

The fire faded into blackness, and the room 
grew even colder. Frank took his arm from 
around Nancy’s back and reached down to 
touch her face. She lifted her head. She saw the 
intense longing in his eyes. She closed her eyes 
and felt the power of her feelings overwhelm 
her. Her head was spinning with cold, fear, 
and longing. 

In a desperate, wonderful moment, their lips 
met. 


Joe and Roseanne arrived at the disco to find 
Raven showing George the ropes. She was 
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explaining how to shoot from several angles at 
once. At the same time, she was telling the 
crew how to set up the disco for the next shot. 

“That woman is incredible,” Joe whispered 
to Roseanne. “I don’t know how she does it.” 

“It’s her job, that’s all.” In her makeup and 
costume, Roseanne looked radiant, but all the 
signs of tension were there. As she stepped 
onto the stage, she kept looking over at Joe as 
if for moral support. Once again, his heart 
went out to her. 

“Hi, everybody!” Bess burst in, holding 
Brad’s hand. Joe could tell Brad was getting a 
little tired of Bess. 

“Hi, all,’ Brad said wearily. ““Where’s Ra- 
ven?” 

“Right here,” Raven piped up from behind 
a huge camera. As usual, she had a pencil over 
her ear and a clipboard in hand. 

“Say, Raven.” Brad turned to her. “I’d like 
to: have a word with you, in private, if you 
don’t mind.” 

Raven looked around, dren checked her 
watch. “‘Well, the lighting men are setting up. I 
suppose now’s as good a time as any. But only 
five minutes, okay?” 

“Two minutes. Just two.” Brad led Raven 
outside. He held on to her arm as she stepped 
over the miles of cable lying around the room. 

Bess pouted. “Boy. I don’t know what’s 
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going on with Brad today,” she told George 
and Joe. ““He’s acting really strange.” 

“Speaking of strange, has either of you seen 
Nancy or Frank?” Joe asked. “They’ve been 
gone all day. I’m starting to worry about 
them.” 

“Oh, don’t worry about those two.” Bess 
smiled mischievously. ““They can take care of 
themselves.” 

“Come on, Bess,” George put in. “This is no 
time for jokes. You know Frank and Nancy are 
all business, especially when they’re in the 
middle of a case.” 

“That’s true,” Joe said doubtfully, remem- 
bering the scene he’d witnessed the night be- 
fore. 

“T think we ought to look for them,” George 
said, interrupting his thoughts. “What do you 
say we make a quick search of the main 
lodge?” 

“Okay by me,” Joe agreed. 

“Oh, all right. Brad can wait for me for 
once,” Bess said, looking miffed. 

As the three made their way to the exit, there 
was a sudden surge in the lights. 

“Wow!” Bess cried, with an astonished 
smile. For a second the disco was brighter than 
a shooting star. 

But Joe saw a startled look on one of the 
lighting men’s faces. ““Who’s doing that? It’s 
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dangerous!” he shouted, his face washed out 
by the brightness. 
“It’s starting to hurt my eyes!” Bess shouted, 
as the brightness grew unbearable. 
Suddenly there was a huge explosion—and 
the whole room went black. 
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Sixteen 


Di out!” Panicked voices shot through 
the dark disco, followed by a crash and then 
the sound of shattering glass. Joe guessed 
someone must have knocked over one of the 


. huge spotlights in the dark. 


“What’s happening here, people?” Raven 
shouted above the noise, her voice unnaturally 
high and shrill. 

“It isn’t our lighting system, Raven,” some- 
one answered. “It must be some sort of general 
blackout.” 

“Joe! Where are you?” Roseanne’s voice was 
right nearby. There was an edge of desperation 
to it. 
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“I’m coming. Don’t move.” In the pitch- 
black, he found Roseanne’s hand and gave it a 
squeeze. “Are you okay?” he asked. 

“I think so. I can’t see you at all,” Roseanne 
answered, her voice wavering. She was grip- 
ping his hand for dear life. 

“Come on!” he cried. “We’re getting out of 
here. Bess, take my other hand.” He groped in 
the darkness for Bess’s hand. 

“Come on, George,” Bess said. 

“Let’s go, then.” Feeling along the wall of 
the room, Joe made his way to the double-door 
exit. The corridor was just as dark as the disco. 
The whole lodge was blacked out. Joe knew 
they’d have to reach the fireplace in the grand 
lobby in order to have light. Cautiously, he 
guided the girls down the corridor until they 
saw the faint glow of the fire. 

“J hear people!” Roseanne said hopefully. 
“We must be near the fireplace.” A glow of 
light welcomed them. Several guests were 
standing around, speculating about the cause 
of the blackout. Nobody seemed to really 
know the reason. 

“Ken!” Joe called out. He spotted the 
lodge’s owner peering down an empty corridor 
from the central lobby. 

“I hope everyone is all right,” Ken mur- 
mured as more guests trickled into the area. 
“Where were you when it happened?” 

“The disco,” Bess answered. “We left the 
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crew there, fumbling around in the dark. I 
hope they’re okay.” 

“Ken, could you stay here with Bess and 
Roseanne?” Joe broke in. “I want to check out 
the generator.” 

“Don’t bother, Joe. I’ve just come from 
there.” Ken ran a nervous hand through his 
hair. “The generator leads have been com- 
pletely destroyed. And the auxiliary generator 
was smashed.” 

“Then it was sabotage!” Joe stared back at 
him. 

Ken just nodded and sighed. “From the job 
that someone did, it looks like Mount Mirage 
will be in the dark for days.” 


The cold was beginning to make Nancy feel 
weak—or maybe it was Frank Hardy’s kiss. 
She looked up at the ceiling. The entire room 
seemed to be floating around her. Shaking 
herself back to reality, Nancy put her hands 
over her eyes and squeezed them shut. She sat 
up. Pull yourself together, she said silently. 

Frank was lying on his side, his eyes open. 
He hadn’t spoken for a long time. “Frank?” 
she said. 

“Mmmm .. .” He was awake, if not exactly 
alert. 

“I think we’d better keep talking.” 

“Okay,” he replied wearily. He pulled him- 
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self up to a sitting position and drew the © 
blanket around them both. 

“I think I’ve been hallucinating. I thought 
the room was spinning,” Nancy confessed in a 
hoarse whisper. 

“Funny. I did, too.” 

Frank’s saying that scared her. Maybe they 
were both going crazy from the cold. 

“But, Nancy, I don’t think I’m imagining 
this.” His voice was stronger this time. “The 
floor is moving!” He pointed behind her, by 
the kitchen table. 

Nancy shook her head. “I don’t think so, 
Frank.” 

“Jt is!” Frank’s voice was insistent. “I swear 
it’s moving, Nan! Look!” 

Nancy squeezed her eyes shut, then opened 
them quickly and turned to look in the direc- 
tion where Frank was pointing. He was right! 
The floor in the middle of the room was 
moving. Nancy saw a rectangular bulge take 
shape under the frayed carpet. 

The bulge grew larger, then the carpet was 
thrown back. There was a trapdoor under the 
rug! Nancy and Frank looked on in amaze- 
ment as Pete Dawson emerged. He was carry- 
ing a brightly lit hurricane lamp in his right 
hand and wearing a scowl on his face. 

Nancy put a hand over her eyes to help 
adjust them to the sudden infusion of light. 
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Dawson caught the shadow of her movement 
flickering on the wall and turned in surprise. 
“What—” 

He held up the lantern. By its light he could 
see Nancy and Frank huddled together under 
the blankets. 

“What are you doing here?” he growled 
menacingly. 

Nancy blinked, her eyes still hurting from 
the glare of the lantern. She had to think fast. 
“We got stranded out in the storm,” she ex- 
plained. “And we saw the cabin—” 

“We needed to get out of the storm,” Frank 
took up the story. “Then we got—well, buried, 
and there wasn’t any way out.” He put his arm 
around Nancy. “We decided to make the best 
of a bad situation.” He winked at Pete mis- 
chievously and gave Nancy’s shoulders a 
squeeze. 

Pete looked from Frank to Nancy and back 

_again. Then he slowly broke into a nasty little 
smile. “Sure, I get you. A little romance, huh?” 

Then his smile vanished abruptly. “You’re 
those two detectives, aren’t you?” he said. 
““You were snooping around here, right?” 

“You’ve got it wrong. When the police came, 
they took us off the case.” Frank’s explanation 
sounded pretty convincing. 

“Then what were you doing out in the 
storm?” Pete said angrily. “Taking a pleasure 
stroll?” He looked up at his lab, went over, and 
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pulled back the curtain. “At least you didn’t 
leave a mess,” Pete said. 

Nancy swallowed hard. They’d managed to 
put the evidence in her purse before he’d 
arrived! 

Pete turned back to them. “You think I 
killed that Lampley guy, don’t you?” Pete said 
abruptly. There was an edge of fear in his 
voice. “I know you do. Well, I didn’t. I was 
nowhere near him. I don’t mess with murder, 
understand? I’m not a killer.” 

Nancy and Frank shot each other a furtive 
glance. It was now or never. 

“Pete,” Nancy said, “we know you didn’t 
kill Archer Lampley. We can prove it. Frank 
saw you that night, far away from the scene of 
the crime. If we get out of here, we can clear 
your name with the police.” 

Dawson seemed confused. “Someone stole 
the cyanide from me,” he said. “I only found 
out today.” 

“Do you have any idea who took it?” Frank 
prodded. 

Dawson laughed. “Do I have any idea? You 
bet your life I do.” 

“Tell us!”” Nancy pleaded. “We can help you, 
Pete, but only if you come clean with us.” 

Pete gave her a hopeful look, and for a 
moment she thought he would talk. Then he 
straightened up and glared at them. “Just stay 
out of my way, all right? I’m going to handle 
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this thing my way. I'll point you back to the 
lodge, and you can call the police. Just tell 
them Pete Dawson is innocent of murder. I’ll 
take care of everything else.” 

He went over to the open trapdoor and held 
up his lantern. “Follow me,” he said, starting 
down the ladder. 

A rickety wooden ladder led them about 
twenty feet down into an old mine shaft. There 
was no rail spur, only a narrow tunnel leading 
off in either direction. The tunnel was braced 
by crude wooden beams. 

“My father dug this pit, and I added to it,” 
Pete told them as they walked. “It should have 
made us rich, but it never did. This is Mount 
Mirage, all right. No gold, no nothing.” 

Nancy looked at Pete’s back as they bent to 
avoid hitting the tunnel’s roof. His posture 
betrayed a life spent hacking at the rock walls 
of his father’s barren dream. No wonder he 
was so bitter. 

After about a hundred feet, the tunnel 
ended. Pete opened a rough wooden door at 
the tunnel’s end. Nancy and Frank emerged 
into the cold night. It had stopped snowing, 
but the wind was still howling under the 
slate-gray sky. 

“Just head that way for about two hundred 
yards,” Dawson told them. “You'll end up at 
the snowmobile garage. You can find your way 
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from there.” Pete turned and started back into 
the tunnel. “You just call the cops and tell 
them I’m innocent,” he called back before the 
door snapped shut. 

Nancy and Frank followed Pete’s directions, 
feeling their way as they went. It was a slow, 
tortuous route in the deep snow, but Nancy 
felt great just to be alive. 

“Wow!” Frank exulted as they went. “Do 
you realize that not only did we get out of there 
alive, but we practically solved the case? The 
blue dye proves that Pete is our saboteur. And 
he seems to know who stole his cyanide, too. 
There’s got to be a way to get him to talk!” 

“I’m not sure there is, Frank,” Nancy said 
cautiously. As much as she wanted to feel 
confident, she wasn’t sure the case was in the 
bag. 

A few hundred yards down the slope they 
came to the snowmobile garage. Beyond it 
loomed the great black bulk of the main build- 
ing. “Hey,” Frank said, coming to a halt in 
front of her. “The lights are out!” 

’ “7 ooks like a total blackout,” Nancy agreed, 
glancing around her. “We can call the police 
from the phones in front of the lobby.” 

They tramped through the drifts sur- 
rounding the building and fought their way to 
the front entrance. Panting for breath, they ran 
to the outdoor phones. 
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“Great!” Frank said, picking up a receiver. 
He started dialing, then stopped, and lowered 
the phone. 

“No luck?” Nancy asked, pushing her hands 
deep into her pockets. 

Frank shook his head and reached for anoth- 
er phone. And another. And another. 

“All the phones are dead, Nancy,” he said at 
last. “The lines must be down!” 
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Seventeen 


\ V HEN FRANK AND Nancy walked into the 
main lobby, they were greeted by the sight of 
the whole hotel camped out. Kerosene lamps 
cast friendly pools of light that drew the two of 
them forward. 

Crew members, backup vocalists, instru- 
mentalists, Worldwide Children’s Charities 
donors, guests, and staffers were spread out in 
front of the fireplace and around the lamps in 
little knots, conversing, complaining, and 
sharing stories. 

Frank saw Ken looking very rumpled and 
tired, as were a lot of the others. 

“Nancy! Frank!” George sprang up from the 
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sofa the minute she saw her friends approach. 
“Thank goodness you’re back! We were wor- 
ried.” 

“Where were you?” cried Bess, gripping 
Nancy by the arm and pulling her to where she 
and George were sitting. “We were all so 
worried!” 

Frank glanced at Nancy. “It’s a long story, 
guys,” Nancy said, walking them over to a 
more private spot. 

“We made some real headway today,” Frank 
added. 

“Really? That’s great,” Bess said. 

“Hey, hey! Look who’s here!” A jubilant Joe 
stepped over to them, reaching out for Frank’s 
hand and pulling him in for a hug. 

“Hi, Joe,” Frank said, thumping his broth- 
er’s back in response. 

“They found something!” Bess told Joe. 

Joe’s eyes lit up. “Have we got our man yet?” 

“Not yet,” Frank answered, “but we’re get- 
ting close. For instance, we know the blue dye 
Ken was telling us about came from Pete 
Dawson. And it seems some cyanide was sto- 
len from him, too.” 

“Good work,” Joe said. 

“Pete’s definitely working with an accom- 
plice,”” Nancy added. “We heard the two of 
them talking, but we didn’t find out who the 
‘other person was.” 

“What’s been happening around here?” 
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Frank broke in. “The phone lines are all 
dead.” 

“Not only that, the generator leads were 
blasted to smithereens,” Joe said. 

“What?” Frank exclaimed. 

“I went down to the generator room to check 
it out. There’s nothing left to see,” Joe said. 
“The whole thing was blown to bits with 
plastic explosives.” 

Frank’s jaw tightened. “There were explo- 
sives like that in Pete’s cabin.” 

“But we don’t think Pete killed Archer 
Lampley,” Nancy threw in. 

“He wasn’t at the lodge, for starters,” Frank 
agreed. 

“Did you happen to notice a miniature 
hacksaw at his cabin?” George asked. “Maybe 
he was the one who sawed through the skis.” ~ 

“It’s there,” Nancy said with a nod. Frank 
looked surprised. “I noticed it when we were 
looking for firewood, but I forgot to tell you,” 
she added softly. 

“So what do we do now?” Bess wondered, 
looking from Nancy to Frank. 

“Get the police,” Frank answered. 

“But how?” 

“TI could hop on a snowmobile,” Joe offered. 

“There was a blizzard out there, Joe! It’s too 
dark, too windy, and too dangerous,” Frank 
told him. 

“But if he’s guilty, Pete could be trying to 
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escape right now!” Joe protested. “I could find 
my way to town!” 

“Sorry, Joe. I can’t let you.” The serious 
tone in his brother’s voice told Joe that Frank 
meant business. 

“Here you are, folks! Get ’°em while they’re 
hot!” Frank spun around and saw Chester 
Peabody and his wife, holding out separate 
skewers of miniature hot dogs. “Go ahead, 
there are plenty for everyone.” 

“The wieners are just going to go bad if we 
don’t eat them,” Pearl added. “The kitchen’s 
trying to get rid of them.” 

“Thanks,” Frank said, taking a couple of hot 
dogs hungrily. “Nancy?” 

With a nod of thanks to the Peabodys, 
Nancy helped herself. 

“Is everyone okay?” Ken approached the 
group, his hands in his pockets. 

“What’s the story with the lights?” Pearl 
asked him. “When can we expect ’em back 
on?” 

Ken looked embarrassed but tried to cover 
his discomfort. “It may be a while, Mrs. Pea- 
body. I’m terribly sorry. I hope you’ll—” 

“You know, I could probably rig up some- 
thing in about an hour or so. Would you like 
me to try?” Chester offered. 

“Are you joking, Mr. Peabody?” Ken asked. 
‘“Maybe you didn’t hear me say the generator 
leads were gone—completely blown away.” 
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“No problem,” Chester said, handing his 
hot dog to his wife. “I’m saying you can bypass 
the leads, if you arrange a few other things 
differently. See, here...” 

He began explaining, drawing in the air with 
his fingers. It was totally unintelligible even to 
Frank, who knew a thing or two about circuit- 
ry. Still, Chester sounded as if he knew what 
he was doing. 

“Mr. Peabody, what about the phones? Any 
chance we can get them working first?” Frank 
asked. 

The inventor smiled. “Afraid I don’t know 
much about phones, son,” he told Frank. “If 
you have a call to make—use my car phone.” 

Frank threw his arm around the surprised 
inventor. “Mr. Peabody,” he said, “you’re not . 
only a genius, you’re a lifesaver!” 

Within a few minutes Joe had led Chester, 
Peabody, and Frank down to the generator 
room. Pearl Peabody went with Nancy into the 
lodge’s parking lot to point her in the direction 
of Chester’s car. 

“I'd go with you, honey,” Pearl said, “but I 
don’t really like the cold. You understand, 
don’t you?” Nancy smiled. “The door’s open, 
anyway,” Pearl added. “Good luck.” She 
walked back inside the lodge on her spiked 
high heels. 

Nancy made her way across the parking lot 
to where Chester Peabody’s green Mercedes 
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was parked. In a few seconds, she was sitting in 
the driver’s seat, the car phone in her hand. 
She dialed the sheriff’s number. After three 
rings, she heard, “Sheriff Brady speaking.” 

“Sheriff, it’s Nancy Drew up at Mount Mi- 
rage Lodge and Villas.” 

“I remember you,” he said, his voice drip- 
ping with contempt. “Sorry I couldn’t make it 
out there today, but you may have noticed we 
had a little snow.” 

““You’ve got to come to the lodge,” Nancy 
said, ignoring the sarcasm. ‘“‘There’s been 
more sabotage. The power’s out, and the 
phone lines are down. I’m talking on a car 
phone now. And we have something we know 
you'll be interested in.” 

“Oh, yeah? What’s that?” 

“An accomplice to murder.” 

There was a long silence on Brady’s end, 
then he said, “You sure? It only takes one hand 
to dose a drink with cyanide, you know.” 

“There’s more to it than that,” Nancy re- 
plied. 

“All right, tell me about it.” 

“T will. When you get here.” 

It took a long moment for Brady to respond, 
and when he did, he didn’t sound pleased. “‘Do 
you realize we just had three feet of snow, 
young lady? The roads are all blocked!” 

“Don’t you have a helicopter?” Nancy 
asked. 
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“Of course we have a helicopter!” he 
boomed back. 

“Sheriff, there’s a murderer on the loose up 
here. Somebody could be seriously hurt if you 
don’t come.” 

“I'll be there by dawn, young lady, and no 
sooner.” 

Nancy hung up and started back to rejoin 
the others. As she approached the lodge, the 
lights came on. Good old Chester! she thought 
to herself. He did know what he was talking 
about. 

Back in the main lobby, Jack Treyford was 
leading the celebration. ““Good work, Pea- 
body!” he shouted when Chester returned. 
“Harrison, I don’t know what to say—having 
guests fix the power lines. Listen, everyone, 
I’m going to throw a party at my villa tomor- 
row evening at eight. I have my own generator, 
so you can rely on having light.” He laughed, 
and quite a few people in the room laughed 
along with him. 

But Ken Harrison wasn’t laughing. “I can’t 
stand that man,” he whispered to Nancy when 
she came up beside him. 

Nancy told Ken about her phone call to the 
sheriff. He looked relieved. “I’m going up to 
my room, everybody,” she said. “I’m bushed. 
See you in the morning.” 

“Good night, Nancy,” Frank said. 

“We'll be up soon,”’ George added. “I prom- 
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ised Bess I'd wait for her to say good night to 
Brad.” 

With a wave to her friends, Nancy made her 
way back to her room. 

As she got ready for bed, the nagging worry 
at the back of her mind came forward. What 
exactly was happening between her and Frank 
Hardy? It seemed as if one tiny spark of 
attraction was heating up to a fire, and it didn’t 
feel right at all. Frank Hardy was a great guy, 
but he wasn’t Ned. 

Nancy flicked off the light beside her bed. If 
only she and Ned weren’t apart so much. If 
only he could be there, if only he hadn’t had to 
study. Oh, Ned, she said silently, staring out 
into the darkness. Where are you when I need 
you? 

With a sigh, she reached for the pull to shut 
the curtains, then paused for a moment. Some- 
thing was moving out there on the ski slope. 
One of the ski gondolas was gently swinging 
back and forth. 

Could the lift have been started by accident, 
she wondered, when the power was restored? 

She hoped that was the explanation. Because 
there was nothing more she could do that 
night—except sleep. 


The next morning dawned clear and cold. 
Nancy glanced over at the sleeping forms of 
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Bess and George as a ray of brilliant sunlight 
peeked through under the edge of the curtain. 
Getting out of bed, she went straight to the 
window and pulled the curtain open. The sun 
sparkled off the heaps of fresh snow on the 
mountain, momentarily blinding her. As her 
eyes adjusted, she glanced at the lift she’d 
thought she’d seen moving the night before. It 
was still now, and for one sleepy moment she 
wondered if she’d only imagined it moving. 

By six-thirty Nancy, Frank, and Joe were 
down in front of the lodge along with Ken 
Harrison, watching the police helicopter land. 
Sheriff Brady stepped out, accompanied by 
three other police officers. 

“All right, we’re here. What’s the story?” he 
asked. 

Frank and Nancy told them about their 
encounter with Pete Dawson. Sheriff Brady 
agreed that they should go up and confront 
Dawson as soon as possible. 

“There’s a trail to Pete’s cabin, but it’s under 
several feet of snow,” Frank told him. “I 
suggest we take the gondola to the top of the 
slopes and ski to the cabin.” 

“Ski down?” Brady repeated faintly. 

“You do ski, don’t you, Sheriff?” Nancy 
asked. “It’s a fairly easy run.” 

Brady snorted. “Lead the way,” he ordered 
gruffly. 
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While they strapped on their skis, Ken 
turned on the gondola lift. They boarded and 
began riding up the mountain. 

_ Halfway up, Nancy caught sight of a figure in 
one of the descending chairs. “Somebody’s in 
that chair,” she told the others. 

“Who could it be at this hour?” Ken asked, 
leaning over to get a better look. “The lifts 
aren’t usually running this early.” 

Nancy peered over as the chair swung past 
them. The man inside was slumped over, and 
he wasn’t moving. 

“It’s Pete Dawson!” she cried out. “‘And he 
looks dead!” 
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SS... IN THE SIDE,” Joe heard the portly 
forensics man tell Sheriff Brady. They were all 
standing outside the lodge by the foot of the 
ski lift. “It’s a little hard to tell when, since the 
body’s been out in the cold.” 

Nancy stood next to Joe, listening intently. 
Frank, in the meantime, was examining the 
lift. 

“Any ballistics information?” Sheriff Brady 
asked the forensics man. ' 

“It was a twenty-two caliber, fired at close 
range—one foot or less. There are powder 
burns all around the hole in his jacket.” 
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“Whew.” Sheriff Brady winced and shook 
his head. He turned to Nancy and Joe. “Any- 
thing to add?” 

“When I went to bed last night, I looked out 
my window and thought I saw a chair mov- 
ing,” Nancy told the sheriff. “I don’t under- 
stand, though.” 

“Now,” Brady addressed the teenagers, a 
superior look on his face, “would you like me 
to tell you what happened?” 

“Sure, Sheriff,” Joe said. “Go ahead and tell 

us.” 

“The killer comes to Mount Mirage intend- 
ing to shoot Archer Lampley. Then he or she 
discovers that Pete keeps cyanide around. 
Now the killer decides that poison’s a better 
way to go. By the way,” he added with a nod to 
them, “thanks for telling me about the cyanide 
in Pete’s cabin. Anyway, the killer buys, bor- 
rows, or steals the cyanide and commits the 
murder in the hopes that the death will pass 
for a heart attack. She, or he, doesn’t count on 
the police detecting cyanide. After all, why 
would they even be looking for poison?” 

Joe’s face grew red. “I don’t like where 
you’re taking this,” he growled. 

“But,” the sheriff went on, ignoring Joe, 
“when the killer realizes she’s a suspect in 
Lampley’s death, she gets scared and decides 
to get rid of Pete right away. She invites him 
for a ride on the lift, offering money or other 
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inducements. Then she shoots him and dumps 
the gun in the snow. The end.” 

He looked at them smugly. “What do you 
think?” he asked Nancy. Before she could 
answer, he turned to Joe. “I already know what 
you think.” 

“Why don’t you just come out and say you 
think Roseanne James did it?” Joe asked, 
struggling to keep his temper. 

“Well, I do have my suspicions,” Brady 
admitted. 

Joe was about to unleash his opinion of 
Sheriff Brady’s suspicions when his brother 
returned. Reading the situation, Frank put a 
calming arm on Joe’s shoulder. 

“She came to Mount Mirage with a twenty- 
two caliber pistol. You can’t deny that,” Brady 
asserted. ““Now she claims it was stolen.” 

“It was stolen!” Joe protested. 

“Sheriff,” Nancy broke in urgently, “do you 
really believe Roseanne would have left the 
empty vial of cyanide under her own pillow if" 
she were the murderer?” 

“Well,” Brady replied with a shrug, “mur- 
derers do make mistakes. Especially murder- 
ers with no experience.” 

A policeman on skis came up to him. “I 
think you should take a look at this, Sheriff,” 
he said. 

Joe started violently. The officer was holding 
Roseanne’s pearl-handled revolver! 
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“We found it at the top of the mountain, 
lying there in the snow. It wasn’t buried or 
anything. Almost like it was put there for us to 
find.” 

Joe couldn’t take it any longer. “You idiot!” 
he exploded. “That’s exactly right. It was put 
there—just like the cyanide! Somebody’s try- 
ing to implicate Roseanne!” 

“Oh?” Brady asked. “And why would some- 
one do that?” 

“Because it’s easy!” Joe said. “Because it’s 
convenient!” 

Brady wasn’t giving an inch. “I’m having 
Ms. James taken in for questioning. One more 
word out of you and you can join her, under- 
stand?” 

Joe was about to answer when he felt Frank 
gripping his shoulder. 

“Keep a lid on it, Joe,” Frank said. “We 
need you.” 

“You have the right idea,” Brady told Frank, 
“keeping that brother of yours in line. I’ll talk 
to you all later,” he said as he entered the 
lodge. 

“Let’s get moving,” Joe said, angry and 
determined. “I want to take a look at those 
videotapes. They’re all we have to go on right 
now.” 

“There’s nothing on them, Joe, we’ve al- 
ready looked,” Frank assured him. 
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“J haven’t looked,” he answered. 

“All right,” Frank agreed. “We'll ask Raven 
to set up the machines.” 

“I want to get Bess and George first. They’re 
probably up by now,” Nancy put in. “Id like 
them to watch Brad and Raven while we view 
the tapes. You never can tell what might be 
going on while we’re busy.” 

“Good,” Frank agreed. “Let’s meet at the 
control booth.” 

When Nancy reached the door to her room a 
few minutes later, Bess and George were just 
coming out. They still looked a little sleepy. 

“I’m afraid I have bad news,” Nancy told 
them. 

“What’s wrong, Nancy?” George asked. 
“Did something happen?” 

Nancy nodded. “Pete Dawson was mur- 
dered during the night, and the police are 
taking Roseanne James in for questioning.” 

“Oh, no!” Bess said with a gasp. 

“I can’t believe it,” said George, shaking her 
head. “Another murder! What’s going on?” 

“‘We’re going to have another look at the 
videotapes of Archer’s death,” Nancy ex- 
plained. “I want you to come along and keep 
an eye on Raven and Brad, okay?” 

“No problem,” said George, game as always. 
Nancy gave her a grateful smile. 

They made their way downstairs to where 
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the control booth was still set up. It was a good 
bet Raven would be there, planning her sched- 
ule for the day. 

As soon as she pulled open the door to the 
soundstage, Nancy let out a gasp. In the far 
corner she saw Raven and Brad MacDougal, 
their arms wrapped around each other. They 
were sharing a long and passionate kiss! 

Bess stiffened. “I can’t believe this,” she 
whispered. Tears rolling down her face, she ran 
back out into the hall. 

“Tl go see if she’s okay,” Nancy told 
George. ““Why don’t you keep an eye on them 
and wait for Frank and Joe.” 

Nancy caught up with her friend in the 
ladies’ room. “Oh, Bess,” she said, hugging 
her. “I’m so sorry.” 

“I thought he liked me, Nancy,” Bess 
sobbed. “He told me he cared about me, but 
now I see I’m just another star-struck girl to 
him. Ooohhh.” And she was off again. 

“‘Where’s your makeup?” Nancy asked, all 
business. “You can’t let him see you like this, 
Bess!” 

Nancy had known Bess a long time, and she 
knew just how to get her friend back on her 
feet when a boy broke her heart. 

Sure enough, Bess’s disappointment and 
hurt quickly turned to angry determination. 
She reached purposefully into her bag and 
came up with her makeup kit. “Here!” she 
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said, pushing it into Nancy’s hands. “Make me 
gorgeous.” 

“You already are gorgeous.” Nancy smiled. 
“Just stop crying, okay? It’s not good for your 
mascara. Hold still and I’ll touch it up.” 

When Nancy had finished, the effects were 
devastating. “You know, I don’t look half 
bad,” Bess remarked, studying herself in the 
mirror. “And I’ll bet Brad was just buttering 
Raven up. After all, she’s a big producer now.” 

Nancy smiled at her friend admiringly. Bess 
bruised easily, but she healed quickly, too. 

“Now get back in there and show that rat he 
never meant a thing to you!” Nancy advised 
with a grin. “I’ll meet you in a minute.” 

After Bess had gone, Nancy looked at herself 
in the mirror. Seeing Raven and Brad kissing 
had made her feel troubled again. There’s a big 
difference between true love and flirting, Nan- 
cy thought with a sigh. That kiss she and Frank 
had shared had been wrong. Ned was the one 
she loved, she knew that now. 

She had to tell Frank quickly, before things 
got out of hand and ruined their friendship, 
to say nothing of their working relationship. 
She should be concentrating on only one 
thing. 

On her way back to the soundstage, Nancy 
ran into Frank in the hallway. 

“Bess told me you’d be coming this way,” he 
said. “I wanted to talk to you.” 
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“Frank, there’s something—” 

“I have to say this right away, Nancy,” he 
interrupted her. “It’s very important.” 

“Wait, Frank, I have to tell you something 
first— 

Frank waved her off. “Nancy, about what 
happened yesterday. It can’t ever happen 
again.” 

Nancy was struck dumb. Those were the 
very words she’d been about to say! 

“I’m in love with Callie, Nancy. I feel terri- 
ble about what happened, because I ~~ like 
you, but—” 

“Tt’s okay, Frank,” Nancy broke in with a 
relieved smile. “I can’t believe you’re saying 
this, because I was just about to tell you that 
I’m in love with Ned!” 

“You mean it?” he said hopefully. 

“Uh-huh. But you don’t have to look so 
thrilled!” 

The two of them burst into relieved laughter. 
Once again, Nancy thought, their hearts and 
minds had run on parallel tracks. 

Feeling whole again, she looked up at her 
friend and sighed. “Frank, you’re the great- 
est.” 

In response, he put his arms around her and 
enveloped her in a warm hug. Oh, that feels so 
much better! she thought. She found beceelt 
breathing freely again. 
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“Well, don’t let me interrupt!” a deep, fa- 
miliar voice behind her spoke up. Nancy froze 
in midembrace. She spun around, still 
in Frank’s arms. There, with an overnight 
bag slung on his shoulder, stood Ned Nick- 
erson! 
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Nineteen 


N ANCY JERKED AWAY from Frank Hardy as 
though she’d been shot through with electrici- 
ty. One hand flew to her neck, the other 
brushed back her hair. 

“Ned!” she gasped, not knowing what to say. 
Ned’s brown hair was tousled, and he looked 
so sweet. He was even wearing the sweater 
she’d given him for the holidays. “You’re 
here!” 

Ned looked from Nancy to Frank and back 
again, a troubled look in his beautiful brown 
eyes. He obviously didn’t know what to make 
of seeing her in somebody else’s arms. She 
could hardly blame him! 
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“Yeah. I, um, finished my studying and flew 
in last night. A police helicopter gave me a 
lift,” he explained quietly, putting down his 
bag. 

“Oh, Ned!” Nancy threw her arms around 
him and gave him a giant hug. “I’m so glad to 
see you!” 

Pressing her face against his strong shoulder, 
she breathed in his delicious, familiar scent. 
Only Ned, she thought. What other boy would 
fly in to see her the day after a major blizzard? 

He was hugging her back, but she could tell 
he was holding some affection in reserve. He 
clasped his hands awkwardly on her shoulders 
and let her kiss his cheek. Then he leaned 
toward Frank and held out his hand. 

“Hi, Frank,” he said. “I didn’t know you 
were here.” 

“It was a last-minute thing,” Frank ex- 
plained awkwardly, taking Ned’s outstretched 
hand and shaking it. “Joe’s here, too.” 

“Well, that’s good,” Ned said after a pause. 
“Maybe I can pay you back for the help you | 
gave me last time I saw you.” 

Good old Ned, Nancy thought. He was 
giving her and Frank the benefit of the doubt. 
Nancy slipped her arm through his and gave it 
a warm squeeze. He was her guy, all right. How 
could she have ever thought otherwise? 

“Your being here is a real boost, Ned,” 
Frank was saying now. “This one has us all 
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stumped. The case started small, but things 
have escalated. Nancy’ll fill you in. Now I’d 
better get out of here and help them cue up the 
tape. It may take a while. There’s a lot of 
footage to look over,” Frank said, excusing 
himself. 

The minute Frank left, a silent tension crept 
over Ned and Nancy. Ned tightened when 
Nancy put her arm around his waist. No 
matter how gracious he’d just been to Frank 
Hardy, she could tell he was upset by seeing 
her with her arms around another guy. 

“Well, you must be hungry. Let’s go,” she 
said. “We'll get some breakfast. We’ve got 
some time.” 

“Okay,” he agreed. They began walking 
toward the restaurant elevator. Nancy’s mind 
was racing. Obviously she ought to explain the 
encounter with Frank, but where to begin? 

Before she could say anything, Ned reached 
around her waist and drew her to him affec- 
tionately. “Did you forget I might come?” he 
asked gently. 

“Of course not!” Nancy gasped. 

“Don’t be so shocked. I’m only kidding,” he 
said with a grin, ruffling her hair. 

But once they settled into their booth at the 
restaurant and had given the waitress their 
order, Ned’s face took on a serious look. 
“Nancy,” he said, searching her ¢yes with his. 
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“Is there anything you want to tell me? Not 
about the case. About you.” 

“Ned, I—” 

“Wait a minute, stop right there. What am I 
doing?” Ned looked down at the table and 
seemed to struggle for the right words. “Listen, 
you don’t have to explain anything. I know 
you, but I don’t own you, and I’ve never asked 
you to tie yourself to me. I know we’re still 
pretty young, and we are apart a lot.” 

Feeling a lump in her throat, Nancy tried to 
interrupt. But Ned went on. “I’d understand 
if—I mean, I’d be upset, but I wouldn’t have 
any right to be angry if you wanted to see other 
guys.” : 

Ned was obviously sincere, but Nancy could 
see the hurt in his face. 

“Oh, Ned!” She’d never meant to hurt him! 
How could she ever explain what had hap- 
pened between her and Frank? Would he really 
understand? 

He looked at her and sighed. ““How about 
this? Just tell me if I should ever be worried,” 
he said finally. He reached for her hand, and a 
bolt of love and affection shot right through 
Nancy. 

“There’s nothing for you to worry about,” 
she said decisively, giving his strong hand a 
squeeze. “‘The beginning, middle, and end of it 
is that I’m crazy about you.” 
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Ned smiled and relaxed in his chair. “So, 
what I saw when I came in... ?” 

“Was nothing. Frank and I work together, 
and that kind of thing brings two people 
closer. But the truth is, I love you. Frank’s a 
good friend, but you’re the only one for me.” It 
was truer than ever, Nancy realized. Just look- 
ing at Ned across the table made her heart beat 
triple time. 

There was a little more to it than that, of 
course. Nancy couldn’t deny that she was 
attracted to Frank Hardy. Being here with him 
at Mount Mirage had convinced her that the 
tiny ping she felt when she was around him 
would never go away. 

But the bottom line was she didn’t want to 
do anything about the ping. She finally knew 
that she could be friends with Frank and still 
be true to Ned. 

And that’s the way it was going to be from 
then on, she vowed. No way would she ever 
tisk hurting Ned’s feelings again. Not when 
she felt about him the way she did. What she 
had with Ned was a whole lot deeper than any 
ping. 

“I really do love you, Ned.” With a sigh, 
Nancy looked over at her boyfriend, and the 
warmth in his eyes melted her inhibitions. 
Their hands held harder, and their faces came 
closer until their lips were about to meet in a 
kiss. 
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“Western omelet?” The waitress’s voice 
pulled them apart. “Eggs over easy?” 

Ned smiled ruefully and gave Nancy a 
little wink. The spell was broken, for now at 
least. : 

“I ordered the eggs over easy,” Nancy said, 
and the waitress set down their plates. 

“Tell me about this case of yours,” Ned 
prompted her. “The news said Archer 
Lampley died.” 

“Did it say he was murdered?” Nancy 
asked. 

Ned was surprised. “Only that the police 
were investigating the cause of death,” he told 
her. “What’s really going on? Weren’t you 
called in about some kind of sabotage?” 

Nancy pursed her lips and looked over at 
him. “Yes,” she said, “and we’re not sure what 
the connection is. We do know the saboteur’s 
been killed.” 

“Lampley?” Ned’s handsome face was puz- 
zled. 

“No, no,” Nancy said, taking a bite out of 
her toast. ““His name was Pete Dawson. He was 
_ a handyman here.” 

Ned nodded slowly. “What about those 
tapes Frank mentioned?” 

“Lampley’s death happened on camera. 
There was a toast for the big donors, and his 
champagne was poisoned with cyanide. But 
whoever did it also wiped out the key footage, 
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and the other camera wasn’t focused on the 
action.” 

“So why are you checking it out again?” Ned 
asked. He cut into his omelet. 

Nancy sighed. ““Good question,” she agreed. 
“Maybe we missed something. Even the best 
of us sometimes miss little things, especially if 
they’re not what we’re expecting to see.” 

“T don’t understand.” 

“Well, we were all looking to see Lampley’s 
glass doctored. That part’s gone. But maybe 
there’s something else, something the killer 
forgot to erase. I don’t know. Joe thinks it’s 
worth a try.” 

She pushed her breakfast away. “It’s just a 
long shot. The police are convinced the culprit 
is Roseanne James. There’s been a lot of 
evidence to back them up, but we all think 
she’s innocent. Call it a gut feeling, but we’ve 
all got it. Joe’s kind of in love with her, by the 
way.” Nancy leaned back and smiled at him. 
“Maybe you'll see something we overlooked, 
Detective Nickerson.” 

“Tl do my best,” he promised. 

Nancy stroked his cheek. “Thanks for com- 
ing,” Nancy murmured, gazing into his eyes. 
“I only wish you’d gotten here sooner.” 

Nancy caught sight of George striding brisk- 
ly into the restaurant. “There you are!”” George 
cried when she saw them. “We’re all set to go 
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downstairs. Hi, Ned! Good to see you.” She 
and Ned gave each other a hug. 

“Good to be here,” Ned answered. “Nan, 
why don’t we get these packed up to go? We 
can eat while we watch, can’t we?” 

“Good idea,” Nancy replied, smiling at his 
eagerness. 

George waited while Nancy and Ned had 
their breakfast wrapped. Then she led them 
down to the screening room. Frank, Joe, and 
Bess were waiting for them. Frank had decided 
Raven and Brad didn’t need watching right 
then, and he needed everyone to look at the 
tapes. 

Frank ran the tapes. First they looked at the 
main reel. They watched the waiter pouring 
the champagne, Roseanne and Brad singing in 
close-up, then Archer toasting and collapsing. 
Nancy concentrated so hard her head started 
to ache, but she couldn’t see anything she’d 
missed before. 

“Anybody?” Frank turned and asked them. 
They all shook their heads in unison. “All 
right,” he went on, popping in another cas- 
sette. “Here are the outtakes. Look sharp.” 

The tape was a collection of random, seem- 
ingly unconnected shots. Raven had pieced 
together for them all the unused footage from 
three cameras. 

One of the cameramen had panned the 
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tables during the last duet. For brief moments, 
the film showed parts of the dais, but Archer 
Lampley remained tantalizingly offscreen. 

When the tape was over, Frank turned to 
them all again. ““Well?” he asked. 

They all looked at one another blankly. Ned 
seemed lost in thought. “Did you see some- 
thing, Ned?” Nancy asked. 

Ned answered slowly, “I’m not sure if I saw 
anything or not. Could you run it back a little, 
Frank?” ; 

Frank obliged, and they found themselves 
looking at the footage of Ken’s half of the dais. 
“Take it back to where the camera focuses on 
the head table,” Ned instructed. “That’s it. 
Now, look.” 

The waiter had already poured the final 
round. Brad and Roseanne were singing. The 
camera panned the dais, starting with Inez 
Ibarra, who looked bored, and Jack Trey- 
ford, who checked his watch. No wonder 
Raven hadn’t used this segment for the final 
print. 

The camera moved on to catch Ken Harri- 
son, who was watching the singers intently. 
Then it panned back and refocused on another 
table. 

“There!” Ned cried. “Did you see it?” 

_ They all looked at him blankly. “Here, let 
me have that remote,” he said, taking it from 
Frank’s hand. He wound the tape back about 
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ten seconds. “Look in the bottom left-hand 
corner of the screen.” 

Nancy looked where Ned was pointing, and 
could hardly believe her eyes. A man’s hand, 
laden with rings, reached into the frame and 
swiped Ken Harrison’s drink right out of the 
. picture. 

“T know that hand!” Frank cried. “It’s Arch- 
er Lampley’s! He wore rings on two fingers!” 

The detectives all stared at one another in 
amazement. 

“Archer must have finished his own drink in 
a hurry,” Nancy said breathlessly. “Then, 
when he needed a full glass for the toast, he 
simply borrowed the nearest one—Ken’s!” 

“There’s the connection you were looking 
for, Nancy,” George said excitedly. 

“I know. Now we’ve got the tie-in between 
the murder and the sabotage,” Nancy agreed. 

“Let’s see it again,” Frank suggested. He ran 
the tape back and played the section they were 
scrutinizing in slow motion. 

“It’s all there,” Nancy murmured. “No 
question about it.” 

“Strange,” Joe put in. “Ever since Archer 
was killed, we’ve wondered who wanted 
Lampley dead. But we’ve been asking our- 
selves the wrong question!” 

“You’ve all been here awhile,” Ned said 
calmly. “The question we should be asking is, 
who wants Ken Harrison dead?” 
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N ANCY GASPED. “You’re right! Archer 
Lampley’s murder was an accident, pure and 
simple.” 

“And reaching for Ken’s glass cost Lampley 
his life,” George added. 

Frank nodded. “It looks like Ken Harrison 
was the intended victim all along. That would 
explain the sawed-off skis.” 

“I guess Pete outlived his usefulness,” Nan- 
cy said grimly. 

“Yeah,” Joe agreed. “Or else the killer fig- 
ured he was headed for the police.” 

“That makes sense, too,” Nancy agreed so- 
berly. 
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“Whew, this is spooky,” Ned said, running a 
hand through his hair. “There have been two 
murders so far, but Ken Harrison is still 
walking around alive. Who knows what the 
killer will do next?” 

Nancy leaned back in Raven’s swivel chair 
and closed her eyes. Ned was right. The killer 
had not yet accomplished his mission. “T think 
we ought to get Ken out of sight for a while,” 
she told her friends. 

“Just what I was thinking.” Frank nodded. 

“Right,” Joe added. “As far as I’m con- 
cerned, Ken is walking around with a big 
bull’s-eye on his back.” 

“But if Ken is out of sight, then what 
happens?” Ned wanted to know. “Are we back 
to square one?” 

“Not quite,” Nancy answered him. “Pm 
beginning to get a clearer picture of things 
now. Remember Ken telling us how Jack 
Treyford has been after him to sell Mount 
Mirage to Treyford Industries?” 

“Yes,” George said. The others nodded. 

“Well, I think we should definitely take 
Treyford up on his party invitation tonight. 
There’s a lot we still don’t know about him.” 

“You're right, Nancy,” Frank said slowly. 
“And his party is the perfect place to find out 
just what kind of person Jack Treyford is— 
and how far he’d go to have Mount Mirage.” 


* * a 
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“Hello. May I take your coats?” The uni- 
formed maid opened Treyford’s door with a 
pleasant smile. 

“Thanks,” Ned said, turning to Nancy to 
help her with her jacket. 

“Follow me, please,” the maid said after she 
had collected their coats. She led them through 
a wood-paneled corridor to an immense sunk- 
en living room. 

It was just past sunset. Nancy looked 
through the windows at the far end of the room 
and saw the sky beginning to darken. As she 


_ watched, the first twinkling stars came out. 


“Nice place,” Ned said. 

“Not bad,” Nancy returned, smiling as she 
looked around. Treyford’s villa was more than 
nice, it was sumptuous. In the center of the 
room was a round fireplace, visible from any 
direction. The walls were richly decorated 
with original art, lit from above. One wall had 
shelves displaying various objects and treas- 
ures. 

“Would you care for some fruit punch?” A 
waiter approached them, bearing a tray of fine 
crystal stemware. 

“Thanks,” Nancy said, helping herself to a 
glass. 

Ned nodded his thanks and took a glass for 
himself. “‘Looks like we’re early.” 

There were only about a half-dozen guests at 
the party so far. Nancy recognized most of the 
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early arrivals as guests from the lodge. She and 
Ned nodded pleasantly to them as they sipped 
their punch. Treyford was nowhere in sight. 

In the corner, a chamber trio began a light 
Mozart piece. Nancy felt a tap on her shoulder. 
She spun around and saw Frank. With him 
were Joe, Bess, and George. 

“Hi!” Nancy cried. “Where’s Brad?” 

Bess pouted. “He’s coming by snowmobile 
with Raven. He said they had some business to 
discuss. But he also said he’d see me here,” she 
added, a note of forlorn hope in her voice. 

“The place is really filling up now,” Ned 
said. The level of conversation around them 
increased in volume. As the trio played in the 
background, guests began mingling and chat- 
ting. 

“Hello, everybody!” Jack Treyford appeared 
to be in high spirits as he stepped down into 
the living room. Inez Ibarra was next to him, 
looking glamorous in an off-the-shoulder 
white satin dress. 

Laughing, Treyford helped himself to a glass 
of punch from a passing tray. “No poison in 
this!” he quipped, downing the punch. 

Some of the guests tittered uncomfortably at 

Treyford’s joke. 
' Brad MacDougal and Raven Maxwell ar- 
rived. To Nancy’s surprise, Brad was dressed 
in a business suit. As for Raven, she was 
wearing a burgundy silk dress. 
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“Hi,” Raven said softly as she and Brad 
stepped into the room, holding hands. 

Nancy glanced quickly at Bess. Her cheeks 
had flushed a deep shade of pink. 

“Come on, Joe,” Bess muttered, yanking his 
arm. “Let’s see if they have any food here.” 

Joe smiled. “How can I resist such a gra- 
cious invitation?” he replied, following her to 
the buffet table. 

“T think I’ll take a look around,” Frank said. 
“Want to come, George?” 

“Sure,” George answered, following him. 

“Hello there, folks!” Turning, Nancy saw 
Chester and Pearl Peabody. Chester was wear- 
ing his usual friendly grin, but Pearl looked 


upset. 


“I saw your friends skiing to the party,” 
Chester said. “Ken let us borrow a snowmo- 
bile. I offered him a lift, but he said he couldn’t 
come tonight. He wanted to catch up on some 
paperwork.” 

Nancy was glad to hear Ken was following 
their advice and laying low. He probably 
wouldn’t have come to this party, anyway, she 
reflected. 

“Well, I don’t know why we’re at a party, 
with all the awful things that have happened,” 
Pearl confessed, a worried look in her eye. 
“Some people are saying everything’s fine now 
that Roseanne James has been taken into 
custody, but I just can’t believe that girl is a 


194 


_ The Last Resort 


killer. I feel sick at heart about her being 
arrested.” 

“Pearl’s a big fan,” Chester explained. “She 
loved Jocelyn James, too. She didn’t eat for 
three days when Jocelyn died. Honey,” he 
said, looking her straight in the eye, “you’ve 
got to ease up and enjoy your own life. That’s 
my philosophy. Now come on, let’s check out 
that food table.” Pulling his wife gently by the 
elbow, he walked away. 

Treyford was standing behind Nancy and 
Ned, speaking to the head of Worldwide Chil- 
dren’s Charities. A small group had gathered 
to listen. 

“Pve always gotten my way in business 
because I’m always prepared. That’s all it 
takes—a little homework,” Treyford said, 
glancing at Inez Ibarra, who was posed next to 
him. 

“For instance, I always have two plans,” 
Treyford went on. “Sometimes three or four. 
That way, if Plan A goes wrong, I’ve got 
somewhere to go. Plan B, Plan C, they’re the 
ones you wind up using half the time, any- 
way.” 

Nancy turned to study him, trying to see 
beneath the urbane surface of the man. Jack 
Treyford was an extremely wealthy man—yet 
he seemed far from happy or satisfied. 

“Nancy, Ned, could you come over here a 
second?” George’s voice was a soft whisper. 
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They followed her to the other side of the 
room. Frank stood there, pretending to look at 
some of the leather-bound books on display. 

“What’s up?” Ned asked. 

Still holding the book, Frank pointed to one 
of the pages. “Isn’t this interesting? It’s a 
Currier and Ives print,” he said in a normal 
voice. Then, checking around to make sure no 
one was listening, he added, “Check out that 
plaque on the third shelf.” 

Nancy walked over to the shelf. The plaque 
read, “To Jack Treyford, Inventor of Treyford 
Cable, a Quantum Advance in Engineering.” 
A knot of purplish cable was mounted beneath 
the dedication. 

Nancy remembered where she’d seen wire 
like that before—on Ken’s desk that first day 
they’d arrived at Mount Mirage. It was the 
same wire that had been used to stall the ski 
lift! 
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zr. RANK WAS SMILING NOw. “When I saw the 
wire, it put my mind in motion,” he said 
softly. “First someone tries to run Ken out of . 
business by sabotaging things. It doesn’t work. 
So he tries something else.” 

Nancy’s blue eyes lit up. “That’s Treyford all 
over!’ she whispered. 

“We know he’s been trying to buy this place 
for a long time, and Ken wouldn’t sell,” Frank 
went on. “Getting Mount Mirage for himself 
could be his motive.” 

“Treyford has been up here lots of times,” 
Nancy added. “He would know Pete Daw- 
son.” 
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“Except his plan with Pete didn’t work,” 
Frank said. “So he tried a second plan— 
murdering Ken!” 

“Hold on, guys,” George broke in. “Mount 
Mirage is peanuts to a guy like Treyford. He 
could have any ski resort he wanted. Why this 
one?” 

Nancy bit her lip. “Good question. We know 
Treyford’s been criticizing the way Ken runs 
Mount Mirage. He might want to show the 
world he can run the resort better. But he’d 
have to be crazy to kill for that reason.” 

“He’s very intense and driven,” George 
observed. “Maybe too much. He could be 
unbalanced.” 

“Bess looks upset,” Ned said suddenly. 

Nancy looked up and saw Joe and Bess 
walking toward them. “Hi, guys,” Bess said, 
practically in tears. “Enjoying the party?” 

“It’s very interesting,” Frank said with a 
gleam in his brown eyes. “Come on, Joe. Let’s 
take a walk. We found a couple of things you 
should know about.” 

“I think Brad’s in love with Raven,” Bess 
announced miserably after Joe and Frank had 
walked off. “They’re totally wrapped up in 
each. other.” 

“I'm sorry, Bess. I know how much you 
liked him,” Nancy told her friend. sympatheti- 
cally. 

George put a comforting arm around her 
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cousin. “(Come on,” she said, leading Bess 
away. “Tell me all about it.” 

With a little wave to Nancy, George guided 
Bess to a sofa. Good old George. She always 
knew what to do. 

Nancy stood next to Ned, looking across the 
large room at Treyford. She was acting her part 
as a casual party guest, but inside, her detec- 
tive instincts were spinning. 

“He’s the one, Ned. He’s got to be,” she 
murmured. 

“You need evidence,” Ned told her, looking 
concerned. “‘Any ideas?” 

“Not yet,” she said with a sigh. 

“The motive’s not all there, either,” he 
reminded her. ““Why this place? Why not buy 
another ski resort?” 

“You’re right,” she agreed. They glanced at 
their host, who was still holding court across 
the room. He had a dead expression in his 
eyes, and the smirk of a shark about to devour 
its prey on his lips. 

As he talked, Treyford gestured expan- 
sively. The gold of his cuff links winked at 
Nancy. 

“Gold,” she said out loud. 

“What about it?” Ned asked. 

Frank and Joe were headed their way. The 
musicians had just finished a piece. Nancy 
beckoned the brothers closer, then waited for 
the music to start again. 
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“About the motive,” she said softly when 
the next piece began. “What if it’s gold he’s 
after? Pete was a gold miner, right? What if 
Pete actually did find gold and showed it to 
Treyford? That would have gotten him excited. 
Maybe even excited enough to commit mur- 
der!” 

Frank and Joe were looking at her intently. 

“He’s a greedy guy, that’s for sure,” Frank 
said. “Everything you’re saying feels right, but 
we still need hard evidence.” 

Joe’s eyes were burning with indignation. 
“Well, we better get it, because no way am I 
going to sit back and let Roseanne James be 
destroyed for a crime somebody else commit- 
ted!” he said hotly. 

“What about Inez Ibarra? Where does she fit 

in?” Ned asked. 
_ Nancy glanced across the room again. Inez 
_ was holding Treyford’s arm, gazing up at him 
adoringly. “I think Inez is just part of his idea 
of the perfect image,” Nancy said. “He’d never 
confide in her.” 

“So.” Joe’s tone of voice was decisive. 
“What do we do?” 

Nancy took a deep breath. “I have an idea. 
We could try a bluff,” she began. “Make him 
think we have proof. But we’ll need a diver- 
sion, and we’ve got to make sure the exits are 
covered. I'll take care of the bluff, unless 
someone else wants the job.” 
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“Diversion and guard are just my speed,” 
Joe said with a smile. 

“Nancy, bluffing can be dangerous.” Ned 
wasn’t crazy about the idea, Nancy could tell. 
“What happens if he doesn’t fall for it?” 

“But, Ned,” Frank said with a wry grin, 
“‘Nancy’s a very convincing person.” 

“J don’t want her to get in trouble, that’s 
all,” Ned protested. 

“Me, neither,” Frank said. “But I think 
Treyford will fall for a bluff. He’s ready. Look 
at him, he’s wound up like a coil.” 

“Ned, I don’t see any other way. Do you?” 
Nancy asked, touching his arm. 

“What kind of a bluff are you thinking of?” 
Ned said finally. “And where do you want 
me?” 

“T want you at the main exit. As for the bluff, 
I'll play it by ear. Wish me luck.” 

Ned shook his head in mock disapproval. 
“Being your boyfriend puts gray hairs on my 
head, you know that?” 

“Thanks, Ned,” she said, standing on tiptoe 
to give him a kiss. 

“That leaves you and me for the diversion,” 
Frank told Joe. “Oh, boy, I’m going to love 
this. How long do you need, Nancy?” 

“Just three or four minutes. When you see 
me walk over to Inez, I’ll be ready.” 

“Should I alert Bess and George?” Ned 
offered. 
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“Good idea,” Nancy told him. “They can 
stand guard, too.” 

“We'll start in two minutes then,” Frank 
said, glancing at his watch. 

As Joe and Frank sauntered past the musi- 
cians, Nancy slipped over to a wall unit across 
the room. She lingered there, casting her 
glance around, waiting for Frank and Joe to get 
ready. 

The two minutes passed. Suddenly Frank’s 
voice echoed across the room. “I’m telling 
you, Joe, she’s bad news!” he shouted loudly. 

Joe’s face tightened with rage. ““Leave her 
out of this!”” he demanded. 

“The police are convinced she did it,” Frank 
taunted. 

“Roseanne James is a beautiful human be- 
ing. Don’t talk about her that way. Or ’ll—” 

“You'll what?” 

“Tll punch your lights out!” 

“Just try!” Frank shouted. 

The challenge was too much for Joe. With 
one convincing stage punch, the fight was on. 

George and Bess shrieked and begged any- 
one who’d listen to break up the fight. Brad 
MacDougal rushed over to the Hardy brothers 
and tried to pull Joe away from Frank. 

While the guests watched in stunned amaze- 
ment, Nancy reached down and riffled through 
Treyford’s collection of videotapes. 

Deftly, she pulled one from the shelf and 
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peeled off the label. Then she slipped the 
unmarked tape into her handbag. 

“Sorry,” Joe was saying as he let Brad cool 
him off. “I just can’t stand it when he puts her 
down.” 

Inez Ibarra looked totally shocked. She ob- 
viously wasn’t used to fistfights at the parties 
she attended. 

“If you can’t conduct yourselves like gentle- 
men, I suggest you leave!” Treyford’s voice 
was quivering with anger. “Mary, get their 
jackets, please.” 

Frank and Joe took their positions at two 
separate exits. Ned was covering the door to 
the kitchen. 

Nancy approached Inez Ibarra. “I have a 
videotape I’d like to play,” she told the model. 
“I think a lot of the guests will enjoy it. It’s 
footage of the ‘High Life’ documentary,” Nan- 
cy explained in a loud voice. 

The glamorous model looked puzzled but 
seemed to welcome the change of pace. 

“It will certainly be better than the perfor- 
mance we just saw,” she remarked as she 
opened a cabinet to reveal a large-screen TV 
and a VCR. 

“Hello, attention everybody!” Nancy called 
out. “Attention, please!” The room grew quiet, 
and all eyes turned her way. 

Nancy flashed the guests a dazzling smile. “I 
have a tape I’d like to share with you,” she 
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said. “It’s been a difficult time for many of us 
here at Mount Mirage. We came together for a 
great cause, Worldwide Children’s Charities. 
But along the way, two people lost their lives, 
and the rest of us have been in danger.” 

Nancy looked out at the puzzled faces of the 
guests. Treyford was looking distinctly uncom- 
fortable. 

“J don’t mean to frighten anyone, but 
Roseanne James is not guilty. The murderer is 
here among us—right now.” 

As Nancy expected, the party guests began 
buzzing. Some cast wary glances at their neigh- 
bors. 

“You see, Roseanne has been set up to take 
the rap. Archer Lampley’s death was an acci- 
dent. The murderer really meant to kill Ken 
Harrison.” 

Nancy looked over at Treyford again. His 
eyes had narrowed, and he was looking at her 


_ with barely concealed fury. 


“Archer grabbed Ken’s drink for the toast 
and drank poison that was meant for Ken.” 
The guests were buzzing now. Nancy contin- 
ued, “Now, there were several cameras at the 
toast that night. The killer erased vital evi- 
dence on one of the tapes, but we found 
another. It shows the murderer putting cya- 
nide in Ken’s glass.” 

Her heart pounding in her chest, Nancy 
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reached for the VCR, pressed the Eject button, 
and inserted the tape she was holding. 

“You'll see the killer now, doctoring Ken’s 
drink.” She glanced at Treyford again, but he 
didn’t meet her eyes. He had to bite! she 
thought. If he didn’t, she’d look like a fool and 
Roseanne would go to jail. Now was the time. 

She took a deep breath, then, slowly, 
reached for the Play button. 
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oo IT RIGHT THERE!” Treyford shouted. 
He stormed over to the VCR and pressed the 
Eject button. “Thank you,” he said sarcastical- 
ly. Then he tossed the tape into the fire. 

Nancy stared at him, cool as ice. “As you 
must have guessed, Mr. Treyford, I’ve already 
had a copy made. It’s being delivered to the 
police at this very moment.” 

“That will do, Ms. Drew,” said Treyford. He 
reached into his pocket and pulled out a small 
glass tube. “I happen to have on me a vial of 
highly explosive liquid. I wouldn’t want to use 
it, but if I must, I will not hesitate. As it is, I’m 
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afraid I shall have to make other arrangements 
for my future.” 

“Plan C2?” Nancy asked, playing for time. 
Out of the corner of her eye she saw Frank, Joe, 
and Ned inching forward, waiting for an op- 
portunity. She hoped they’d be careful. 
Treyford’s little vial might be the end of them 
all. 

“If you like, Plan C,” Treyford said, giving 
her a brisk nod. “I congratulate you. You and 
your friends are very resourceful. But I have 
resources, too.” 

Nancy shook her head in amazement. 
“You’re one of the most brazen criminals I’ve 
ever seen,” she told him. “Do you really think 
you can get away with murder, just because 
you’re Jack Treyford?” 

“I don’t think, young lady, I know. There are 
plenty of governments in this world that will 
be happy to shelter me and my resources. Inez, 
my dear, I’m sorry it worked out this way. You 
understand, I couldn’t possibly let you know 
what was happening.” 

Inez was too stunned to talk. She leaned 
back, supporting herself against the wall. 

Treyford drew a remote-control device from 
a pocket of his jacket. He pushed a button 
and Nancy heard a click as all the doors 
were automatically locked. Security shades 
dropped, sealing off all the windows. Frank, 
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Joe, and Ned frantically ran to the doors and 
pulled at them. It was useless. They were 
trapped. 

As Treyford watched them, he let out a 
vicious laugh. Then he moved to one edge of 
the Oriental carpet and lifted it up. Under- 
neath was a trapdoor. 

The mine shaft! Nancy remembered the 
shaft went off in two directions from under 
Pete Dawson’s shack. So it ran under 
Treyford’s villa, too! 

“Til be leaving all of you now.” Treyford 
smiled snidely. “I’m sure you'll be rescued 
soon enough.” 

In a flash he was gone. The trapdoor 
slammed down, and a sharp click indicated 
that it had been bolted from below. Just like 
Treyford, Nancy thought, to have a built-in 
escape hatch. 

“Unbelievable!” Joe cried, trying without 
success to pull up the door. Other guests were 
banging on the doors and windows, yelling for 
help. 

“George! Bess! Call the police!” Nancy 
shouted, as she bent down to pry at the trap- 
door with Joe. 

Frank stood in the middle of the room in 
stunned amazement. “‘There’s got to be a way 
out of here,” he murmured. 

But the trapdoor wouldn’t budge, even when 
Joe tried to jimmy the lock. 
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“Um, excuse me, but I, um, I might be able 
to help you folks.” It was Chester L. Peabody, 
holding in his hands what looked like some 
sort of a pencil. 

“I call this a laser etch. It’s a sculptor’s tool, 
actually, which I recently developed,” he ex- 
plained. “You see, it’s got a miniature laser, 
and it burns through whatever material you’re 
working on, so you can—” 

“So we can burn our way out of here!” Joe 
Hardy cried exultantly. 

“Quit explaining what it does, and show us 
how it works, Chester!” Frank urged him. 

Chester bent down to start on the trapdoor, 
but Nancy stopped him. “No, the front door!” 
she urged. “‘It’ll be faster!” 

Chester went up to the door and etched his 
way through the lock. The process could only 
have taken five minutes, but it seemed like five 
hours to Nancy. With every passing second, 
Jack Treyford was getting farther and farther 
away! 

“Give it a push now, and I think it’ll give,” 
Chester said. He backed away from the door. 

Ned tried first but didn’t have any luck. The 
door wouldn’t budge. 

“Here!” Frank shouted, pointing to a long 
bench. “‘Let’s use this.” 

Frank, Ned, and Joe picked up the bench 
and rammed the door with it. With a sharp 
bang, the door flew open. 
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“Come on, guys!” Frank cried. ‘“Let’s go!” 

Nancy, Bess, and George rushed out after 
Frank, Joe, and Ned into the night air. “The 
snowmobiles!” Nancy called out, running to- 
ward where the guests had parked. “Come 
on!” 

She and Ned hopped on one snowmobile, 
while Frank and Joe grabbed another. 

“Listen!” Frank shouted. “Hear the motor 
noise? Treyford’s down by the snowmobile 
lot!” 

Nancy could just make out the noise. 
Treyford was already below the resort, on his 
way down the mountain and into town. 

“After him!” Frank gunned his motor, and 
Nancy did the same. She followed Frank down 
the dark hillside as he skillfully dodged trees, 
boulders, and steep ravines. The sound of 
Treyford’s motor grew louder, but he was still 
far ahead. 

Then, abruptly, Frank stopped. Nancy 
pulled up alongside. “If we go that way,” 
Frank said breathlessly, pointing down a par- 
ticularly steep slope, “‘we can make up some 
distance. Are you up for it?” 

Nancy nodded. There was no turning back 
now. 

“Hold on tight!” she told Ned. 

They plunged downward, flying over pock- 
ets and skidding across sheets of ice. Swerving 
wildly to miss trees that seemed to fly into 
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their path, Nancy and Frank sped down the 
mountain. Then, just as they were halfway 
down, Nancy lost track of Treyford. She 
slowed the snowmobile. Frank must have had 
the same problem because he stopped com- 
pletely. 

_“He seems to know just where he’s going,” 
Frank said as Nancy pulled up next to him by a 
clump of trees. “He must have mapped out his 
getaway beforehand, just in case.” 

“Just like him. Where is he now?” Nancy 
wondered. 

The buzz of a distant motor gave her the 
answer. Treyford sounded as if he were a few 
hundred yards ahead. Nancy gunned her en- 
gine and sped off, the roar of Frank’s engine 
close behind. 

They were catching up to Treyford now. The 
sound of his snowmobile grew louder and 
louder. Nancy looked around for the Hardys 
when she had a second in the clear, but they 
had disappeared! 

“I hope they didn’t wipe out,” she shouted 
to Ned. 

Ned nodded. “Me, too. But let’s worry 
about Treyford first. We’ve almost got him.” 

Ned was right. Treyford’s snowmobile was 
only about twenty yards ahead now. Nancy 
could see his panicked face as he turned back 
to look at his pursuers. 

“I’m going to jump him!” Ned shouted as 
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she gunned the engine again and managed to 
pull up alongside the rear of Treyford’s snow- 
mobile. 

With a loud yell, Ned jumped. The force 
nearly sent Nancy’s vehicle out of control. But, 
turning to look, she saw Ned had landed 
squarely on Treyford’s back. The surprised 
killer struggled wildly, trying to loosen Ned’s 
grip around his neck. Nancy watched in alarm 
as he broke the grip of Ned’s right hand. With 
his left hand, Ned held on to Treyford’s coat. 

It was all Nancy could do to keep pace with 
the other snowmobile. Treyford, with Ned on 
his back, had allowed his vehicle to get out of 
control and was struggling to steer clear of 
hazards, 

‘She was beginning to formulate a plan, when 
suddenly the Hardys reappeared. They seemed 
to come from out of nowhere on Treyford’s 
right. With a startled yell, Treyford veered 
away from them and right in front of Nancy’s 
snowmobile. 

Nancy shrieked and pulled her vehicle to the 
left at the very last second. 

Frank had outflanked Treyford, catching 
him completely unaware. Nancy looked on in 
horror as Treyford’s vehicle headed toward the - 
edge of a steep ravine. 

“Ned! Jump!” Nancy screamed over the 
roar of the motors. 

Ned let go of Treyford’s coat and hopped off, 
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landing in a huge snowdrift. Nancy and Frank 
both braked their snowmobiles, whipping 
around in opposite directions to avoid going 
over the edge. 

Treyford’s vehicle swung wildly out of con- 
trol. He seemed to be trying to brake, but 
without any luck. He sped closer and closer to 
the ravine. Helpless, Nancy watched in horror 
as Treyford’s snowmobile went flying over the 
edge! 
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y y E’LL TAKE CARE Of him,” Frank shouted, 
pointing to where Treyford had landed. ‘You 
make sure Ned’s okay.” 

“Thanks, Frank.” Nancy swiftly rode back 
to where Ned had landed. He was digging his 
way out of the snowbank. 

““Ned! Are you okay?” she cried. 

“TI think so,” he said, dusting himself off. 
“The snow’s pretty soft, thank goodness.” 

“Oh, Ned!” Nancy said breathily, throwing 
herself into his arms and hugging him tightly. 

“Next time, you do the jumping, okay?” he 
said with a laugh. “Hey, did we get our man?” 
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“I think we did.” Nancy nodded soberly. 
“But I’m not sure if he’s dead or alive.” 

They rode over to where the Hardys’ vehicle 
was parked, at the edge of the ravine. Looking 
over, Nancy saw Joe and Frank by the wreck of 
Treyford’s snowmobile. They were rolling it 
over, trying to get it off him. 

“He’s alive!” Joe shouted up at them. “But 
just barely.” 

Frank scrambled up and dusted himself off. 
“If there’d been much fuel in the tank, it would 
have exploded on top of him. He’s incredibly 
lucky.” 

“I don’t know,” Nancy replied. “I have a 
feeling Jack Treyford’s luck has just run out.” 


When Nancy, Bess, and George came down 
to the lobby early the next morning, they 
noticed that bright film lights had been set up 
by the huge fireplace. 

“What’s going on?” Nancy wondered. 

Stepping closer, she saw Raven Maxwell 
busily giving interviews to all three network 
news teams at once! 

“J don’t want you all to think,” she was 
saying, “that I solved this case all on my own. 
It’s true, I did come up with the key piece of 
evidence, the videotape, but the unsung hero 
of the case is really my client, Brad 
MacDougal. Brad was truly brilliant.” 
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“Can you believe this?” Bess was aghast. 
“How can she lie like that? Nobody’s going to 
believe her.” 

George laughed. “‘They’ll believe her, all 
right. She’s first on the air with the story. 
Anything anyone else says now will be looked 
on as publicity grabbing. See how much I 
learned from Raven in just two days, Nancy?” 

Nancy nodded. “I don’t care so much about 
the credit,” she said sincerely. “I’m just glad 
Treyford is taken care of.” 

Bess grimaced as Raven brought Brad up to 
the mikes and cameras. She was hugging his 
arm tightly and batting her eyelashes at him. 
Brad and Raven looked for all the world like 
America’s crown couple. 

“I can’t stand it,” Bess cried, gritting her 
teeth. “Get me out of here before I throw up.” 
. “Take it easy, Bess,” George comforted her. 
“There'll be other rock stars.” 

Bess stared at the couple in the spotlight and 
snorted derisively. “Boy, am I ever glad I gave 
him the brush.” 

“What?” George cried. “Who gave whom 
the brush? Bess, are you rewriting history, too? 
It’s bad enough Raven’s doing it.” 

““The winners write the history books,’” 
Nancy quoted with a wry smile. “I forget who 
said that.” 

Bess scowled. “Oh, well. At least I can say I 
knew the real Brad MacDougal.” 
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George and Nancy burst into appreciative 
laughter. Bess Marvin truly was a survivor! 

Ken Harrison walked up to them. “I want to 
thank you girls for the great job you did,” he 
said, beaming. ““You and the Hardys saved me 
and Mount Mirage from complete disaster. 
With all the publicity of Treyford being cap- 
tured, I think we’ve got a winner on our hands 
again. You know, it’s ironic. When you sug- 
gested I go into hiding, I was almost ready to 
give it up, to go see Treyford and tell him I’d 
sell him the place.” 

Frank and Ned came down the main stairs 
and walked over to them. “Hi, everyone!” 
Frank said. 

“Good morning, all,” Ned echoed, planting 
a kiss on Nancy’s cheek. 

““Where’s Joe?”’ Bess asked. “Still sleeping?” 

“Not a chance. He’s on the phone with 
Roseanne. They let her out of jail this morn- 
ing, but I don’t think she’s coming back to 
Mount Mirage. Joe’s pretty upset.” 

“Wow. I don’t blame him.” Nancy was 
concerned. “Why isn’t she coming? Doesn’t 
she want to see him anymore?” 

Frank shrugged. “I only heard Joe’s end of 
the conversation, but it sounded like she 
wanted a rest from everything. She’s starting a 
world tour in two weeks. She was saying she’d 
write to him and call him when she got back in 
August.” 
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*‘August? That’s months from now!” George 
said. 

“Poor Joe! He must be devastated!” Bess 
sympathized. “Can’t he join her on the world 
tour or something?” 

“Uh-uh,” Frank said, shaking his head. 
“We've already got two cases lined up. But 
don’t worry about Joe; work’s the best therapy 
for him.” 

“All the same,” Bess replied, “he could 
probably use some company right now. I'll go 
check on him.” She took a quick look in her 
compact and ran off up the stairs. “See you in 
a few!” she called as she disappeared. 

Frank turned to Nancy with a confused look 
on his face. “Nancy, there’s just one thing I 
want to clear up,” he said. “It’s about 
Treyford’s motive. Do you really think he was 
after gold?” 

“Gold? Somebody say gold?” Chester L. 
Peabody, with Pearl on his arm, was stepping 
up to them. “Oh, Mr. Harrison, are you going 
to be surprised. Talk about gold!” 

Peabody held up a small gauge in his hand. 
“This is a handy-dandy little prospecting tool I 
invented two years ago for my cousin Ernest, 
who’s a panner up in Alaska. It’s a gold meter. 
I took it out back, dug a little hole, and this 
thing started going crazy! Yes, sir! There’s gold 
under this mountain. Lots of it. You, sir, are 
going to be a very rich man.” 
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Ken looked stunned. He took the meter in 
his hands, looked at it for a moment, then 
handed it back to its inventor. ““Thanks, Mr. 
Peabody,” he said softly. “But I’m already rich 
enough. Mount Mirage will never be stripped 
for mines of any sort. Not while I own it.” 

He put his arms around Nancy and Frank. 
“But really,” he said out loud. “Gold! On my 
mountain! Can you believe it?” 

“Oh, believe it, Mr. Harrison,” Chester L. 
Peabody said with a loud guffaw. “Stranger 
things have happened. Look at me,” he added, 
indicating his squat, portly figure. ““Would you 
believe I won twenty million dollars in a 
lottery?” 
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